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Axl said he'd gotten a few more people to come in for auditions. | wasn't sure how he did it, but | guess 
working at the record store would help with that. Me? | just hocked drugs where | could and smoked for that 
Uni study or whatever for a couple bucks. Even with Axl's actual job though, we rarely had enough money to 
properly live. Just forget about the fact we each harboured respective addictions for the time and went to 


BYOB parties every damn night of the week. 


It didn't matter. Even without the.. Uh.. Variables.. We'd be having a rough go of it. Rent was too expensive. We 
were currently milling all we could out of the little place we were in Friends parents. Just in the guest house.. 
If you could call it that. It was more like a garden shed that we'd shoved a mattress in and called home. We did 
some redecorating too. Alcohol bottles and cigarette cartons, whether empty or full sat out on on every 
available surface. Coca Cola bottles littered the floor too. Posters and vague scribbles were plastered over the 


walls and there was marker and some questionable stains on the grimy windows. My bong sat on the dresser, 


completely unscathed except that Tracii had been a complete asshole and stole my bowl on me. My nice one 


anyway. 


Anyway. Off track Auditions. Axl had gotten some. Which was good. Because we all agreed -- all being me, Axl 
and Tracii -- that we needed some line up changes. Line up changes to people that actually gave a shit about 
going anywhere. Sure. Me, Axl and Hollywood Rose had played some shows.. And LA Guns, Tracii's band, had 
played some shows.. But they weren't anything big like we wanted. We wanted to go across the world Play the 
stadiums to people that actually wanted to fucking see us. Not like the shit bars and parties we had been 


playing. 


So, first on the list that Axl gave me was supposed to come up around three. Which told me that he was still 
in school. Because only the young ‘uns ever came after noon and only the older and ‘more mature’ folk came 
before nine on a Friday. Because you know. Everybody has a party to prep or a night shift to get to. And 
morning people generally aren't the people out drinking their weights worth in cooking wine (hey man, don't look 


at me like that, its cheap and it does the fuckin’ job) and smoking themselves to the stars. 


So the first one to call was actually going to be the last to show up. Which was cool with me. Because if the 
kid was still in school and wasn't dropping out or some shit, he probably wasn't going to make the cut. Not 


unless he had some mad skill. 


Second on the list would be coming in first. Apparently he'd played a bunch of different instruments in a bunch 
of different bands and was just looking for ‘a chill crew to jam with’. Which was okay.. But Axl didn't seem 
pleased. He said he lacked ambition Which was bullshit, because he's only spoken with him for like two minutes 
on the phone. 


And lastly, or rather secondly, there was some dude that had wanted to swing by at like.. One or so. 


So we had three. One guy trying out for bass. The kid for drums and the other guy we didn't actually know 
what he wanted. For all we knew he was a fuckin’ freako coming down to murder us now that we'd given him 


our address. 
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Eventually came the first audition | was quietly strumming away on my guitar. The poor thing looked worse 


for wear.. But for a quick get after my fucking drumset got stolen? This thing may well have been my child. 


Axl had gone to get the door. Tracii was too busy abusing my ‘free drugs to friends’ rule and smoking all my 
pot. He'd already used all my papers and had turned to ripping up a newspaper to try and get some inkless 
sheets. He complained that it stained his lips otherwise. | didn't care. And didn't know why he felt the need to 
elaborate. But whatever. 


So this guy comes in, walking slowly just behind Axl. And it takes me a minute to register just how tall he is. | 
mean. I'm not short by any means. But damn. This guy had to be at least six foot tall. With a messy mop of 


short blond hair, though it was apparent he was growing it out. | vaguely recognized him. Not really. But l'm 
pretty sure I'd seen his face somewhere before. And that Axl's girlfriend had made fun of him for the short 
hair. All the girls thought he was gay until he got really angry and had just silently walked out. 


l'm pretty sure he was that guy. Though | can't be one hundred per cent sure. | had been pretty fucking 


hammered at the time. 


So the guy walks in. And he looks around. Taking in his surroundings and obviously trying to decide if this was 
really going to be worth it. He looks to Tracii, who at least has the courtesy to look up from his paper hunt to 
give the guy a giddy smile. He looks to Axl again. And finally, he looks to me. | grin at him and look down again 
as | try to finish tuning my guitar. Plucking out each note til it fucking matches. 


"So." He drawled. Jesus.. | thought. "Where you want me to set up?" 


My heart rate inexplicably picked up when he spoke. His voice like silk, even if a little bit nasally. He carried his 
guitar case close to his body as though to shield it. Already | knew we'd get along in the respect that we 
cherish our instruments. Even if they were ratty old things. Fuck. Axl should just start calling me Sherlock 
Holmes now instead. | was on a roll with this figuring shit out thing. 


But man. His voice. He wasn't from around LA. | could tell that much. Not that he had a strict accent or 


anything. But more of an edge to his voice. | wondered briefly where he was from. 


Axl stepped in and helped him set his bass up in the only halfways clean spot in the room. He looked at me 
again, and | wasn't sure how | felt. | mean. | wasn't strictly into dudes or anything. And really, for the most 
part, | did not enjoy male company in that way. But this guy.. | dunno. He made my stomach do squirrelly things 
and my dick curious. What? He was easy on the eye. 


And he kept fucking looking at me. | wondered if it was because | had no shirt on, or because the other guys in 
our band had childishly drew an ejaculating dick high on my chest. 


| hunched my shoulders and hid behind my guitar anyway. 


“Alright.” Axl said, flopping down on the bed next to me and lighting up a couple cigarettes. Placing one of the 
two between my waiting lips. "Introduce yourself, dude then play somethin’ for us.” 


The guy gave Axl a quizzical look from under his hair. "Uh. Well, I'm Duff.. McKagan. I'm from SeatHtle..” 
Mystery solved! Hell yeah. "And came down here to try and start another band. | played in a few punk bands 


back home. But | wanna try something new, Y'know?" 


Tracii looked up from rolling his newspaper joint. "Your fuckin! name's Duff?! Dude. Did your parents hate you 
or did they think it was cute?" 


Duff shifted uncomfortably. "I mean, it says Michael on my birth certificate, man. But everyone fuckin’ calls 


me Duff. Always have, probably always will" He shrugged. 
Axl waved his hand impatiently. "Come on, come on. Play something. Wow us." 


Duff raised one dark eyebrow. Giving Axl a skeptical look before he turned the amp on and started playing. It 
took a minute for the notes to reach the speakers as the amp warmed up. But as soon as they did, | was 
pleasantly surprised. | didn't recognize the riff he was playing. But | loved the way it sounded. And | liked the 


confident look on his face as he picked away at the strings. 


If Axl let this guy go. | would never ever forgive him. It was a yes for me. | wanted him in the band. Forget 
that we knew nothing about him. We could go bond over beer and drugs later. As for right now though? 


| wanted to test the fucker. | managed to snake my patch cord around Axl without Duff noticing. Axl plugged it 
into Traciits amp and turned it on. After a moment or two of waiting, | started to play an old Stones song. 
Startling Duff a little. Though he didn't stop playing. Not really. He strummed an open note as he tried to 
match the beat. He didn't know the song, but that was okay. He winged it. And it sounded great. 


| looked up from playing for a quick minute and was eternally grateful my guitar hid my crotch from view. 


Duff gave me the cheekiest grin, and | swear | almost creamed my pants. 


| didn't usually find guys attractive. But this motherfucker was drawing me in like | was but a lowly fly, and he 


was my honey. 
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The lights flooded the room in a multicoloured haze. Smoke filled the air and the aroma of booze, sweat and 
sex consumed all that chose to join the madness. Girls danced on and around the tables and guys tried 
desperately to get a lay from them. The girls on stage danced to the loudest music I'd ever had the pleasure 
of hearing. 


Sure. We played loud music. But our loud wasn't Depeche Mode cranked to the max. The bass throbbed deep in 


our chests and rose through our feet to rumble in our stomachs. 


Axl was off sitting at one of the booths, chatting up three girls. Fucking Bill. Everything with him was go big or 
go home. Even something as simple as sex. It was like he was trying to prove something. It was charming and 


annoying as shit at the same time. 


| had no fucking idea where Tracii went. Maybe he'd just gone out for a smoke, or maybe he'd gone home 
| didn't fucking know. If he wanted to go see his girlfriend rather than have a stripper service him, that was 
his business. And | wished all the power to him. However, | wished he was here so | could fucking ask him 


something. 

Maybe | was imagining it. Or losing my fucking mind. | didn't know that either. But as | sat there with my rum 
and Coke, | saw Duff. Well. | saw his back and | saw his hair and | saw the girl that he had caged against the 
wall with his tall lean body. 


| swear on my life. This chick was a clone of me. 


Her dyed black hair came to her shoulders. Jewelry layered on in a similar fashion to my own. She wore ripped 
jeans and a cut up band shirt and only a little bit of makeup. 


My breathing hitched and | found myself unable to look away. Try as | might, | was mesmerized. 


Duff held her to the wall. But not in a frighteningly dominant way. It was more a way to shield what he was 


doing from prying eyes like mine. But from the angle | was at, | saw everything. 


He kissed her slowly. Taking his time to explore every crevice of her mouth. Long and slow until she finally 
pulled away for air. Though she was panting, head tilted back slightly, Duff kissed across her neck and 


collarbone. Nibbling at the soft skin and drawing quiet moans that | couldn't hear from my seat, though | could 
certainly see and imagine them. 


She said something. Pointing in my general direction when she finally got his attention 


Duff slowly turned his head to look at me. Lust filled eyes half lidded and lips slightly parted before curling into 
a malicious grin. | knew I'd been caught. But when he slowly turned back to the girl, | knew that he wanted me 
to watch. He licked and bit up her neck and to her ear. Saying something lowly, he shifted just enough to give 


me a clearer view. 
My jeans tightened. And | knew that he had me. As much as | did not want to admit it. 


His hand slid down her stomach and slowly into her jeans. She keened and arched against him. | almost choked 
on my drink. | wanted to be in that girl's position. | didn't want to be in that girl's position 


| wasn't gay persay. | normally didn't like the company of guys in that way. But the way | looked at it, it didn't 
really matter to me if a person had a dick or vag. All that really mattered to me was of they were able to 


get me off hard enough | saw stars. | was selfish like that. Amazing blowjobs tended to do that to people. 


The girl continued to writhe against Duff's hand. He kissed her again. This one more tongue and teeth than the 
last. His gaze occasionally slipping to me to see that | was still watching. 


Of course | was. | hadn't stopped watching. | couldn't stop watching. 


| pulled my jacket down to try and cover my obvious hard on and all | got for it was another knowing look 
from the blond. | gaped. Doing my best likeness of a fish as he gave me a Cheshire cat grin. 


| had to get out of there. | was burning up. 

| left my money on the bar along with the remainder of my drink and i started the long and awkward walk to 
the bathroom. The denim from my tight jeans goading my raging erection. Why the fuck had | decided to go 
commando today? Today of all fucking days. 

| felt Duff's gaze on me the entire way. 

| waddled my way into one of the stalls and quickly locked the door. Immediately getting down to business. | 
pulled my pants down and took myself in hand. Giving a few lazy pulls as | tried to bring some images to mind 


to help it along. To get what | saw out of my mind. 


| tried thinking of all the hot chicks milling around the strip club. Tried to think of some of the freaky shit one 
of my girlfriends did. Tits. Ass. Sexy pouty lips and the lovely ‘o' face my ex had. It was beautiful. 


| tried thinking of this one time in particular. The most amazing sex | had ever had. The girl was a hooker. But 


she was my girlfriend when she wanted to be. She did this thing where she'd work her muscles around me and 
holy shit it was amazing. 


None of it was doing the job though. And | all but huffed in frustration. | tried again Think sexy thoughts. Sexy 
thoughts.. 


Duff. 


Duff holding me similar to how he held that girl. Pinning my front to the wall. Fucking me hard from behind. 
Biting me. Pulling my hair and driving deep until | finally.. 


Came. 
My orgasm tore through me and i was completely unprepared. A small noise escaping me as | gasped. 


It wasn't until | came down from the high of it that | had time to be completely horrified. | had nof just come 
to the thought of my new, totally not sexy as hell, bandmate with his cock in my ass. 


Oh my God. 
What the hell was wrong with me? 


It was with shaky hands that | grabbed some toilet paper to clean myself up. Only half aware that the 


bathroom door had opened 

"lz? Hey, Izzy. You okay, man?" 

Tracii? | thought he had left. Evidently he hadn't 

"Im fine." | said hoarsely. Tucking myself back into my pants and flushing the evidence of what | had done. 
"You sure? Duff said he saw you take off to the bathroom, thought you might've been sick or something’ 


Of fucking course he did. | unlocked the stall door and slowly made my way out. Moving to wash my sticky 


hands. Tracii gave me a bit of a sideways glance. 
"You sure you're okay, dude?" 


| nodded curtly. A twinge of guilt hitting me for acting like an asshole to my friend. "I'm fine." | repeated. "Don't 


fuckin’ worry about me." 


Tracii looked like he was going to say something more, but he decided against it. Giving me a bit of a smile 


before leaving. | heaved a sigh of relief. Scrubbing my hands as if to wash my sins away. | couldn't believe that 


little shit had the nerve to do that. Send Tracii in.. And the timing. It was like he knew exactly how long it would 
take for me to jack off. 


| stared at myself in the mirror. Jumping when | heard the door open again and a second body came into view. 
Long. Lean. Lanky blondness. Wearing his long leather Anarchy jacket, he looked every bit the Seattle punk he 
advertised himself as. 


The grin on his face though was something else entirely. He knew. He fucking knew. He had to. 


| suddenly wished the water from the tap would go hotter than lukewarm. | needed my hands to play. But | 


wanted them to fucking burn. | wanted to run to a hole and die. 


Duff's arms slid around my waist and | bit my tongue hard to keep from saying anything. He nosed along the 
shell of my ear. | squeezed my eyes shut. 


"You know." He started, voice lower than usual. "I only chose her for one reason, right?" 

| tried to remember how to breathe. | could feel his hard on pressing against my back. | swallowed thickly and 
tried to focus on washing my hands again. I'd already been washing them nearly ten minutes. What was another 
ten, right? 

Duff pulled away. | looked back at the mirror. 


"You can keep dancing around it, Jeff, but you can't deny we have something." 


| swallowed and finally found my tongue. "And what makes you think I'm even aware of this something, Mikey?" 
| asked cheekily. He made a face at the nickname. | couldn't help myself when | thought it was adorable. 


"We've been dancing around each other since | joined the band." He said simply. Meeting my gaze in the mirror. 
| mean, at first | thought the silent staring thing was normal for you. But then | found out otherwise. You 
don't look at the others that way.’ 

"What way?" | asked, heart racing. 


"Like you want to consume them and have them take you over from the inside." 


| blinked. That was quite the way to put it. But he did have a point. Since he'd joined the band, band practice 


had been full of a lot of eyefucking on my part. | didn't mean to. | wasn't even always aware of it. 
"What do you want from me?" | asked hoarsely, seriously craving a cigarette. 


Duff shrugged. Giving me another glance over. 


"That one's your call" He said, slowly moving toward the door again. "But | really wish you'd make up your mind 


before | make it up for you." 


| silently gulped. | didn't know what that meant. But | was scared. Duff slowly left. Leaving me on my own again. 
Frustrated. Confused. 


What the hell had just happened? 


And what the everliving fuck was | going to do? 
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It had been about three weeks since the incident at the strip club. Almost six since Duff had joined the band. 
We had played a couple shows, and still diligently searched for another drummer. Little did | know that Axl had 


another plan in the works too. 


He was also starting to get fucking suspicious about whatever in the Hell Duff and | had going on. Not that we 
really had anything. But | don't blame him for giving weird looks whenever Duff dropped a very obvious 
innuendo or when he would very obviously watch me walk past or intently watch me cuddle with the latest girl 


of the day. 


If it wasn't for the fact that | was so hungry for his attention, | would have found it creepy how intense the 
looks got. | felt like a fucking girl for saying it, but | wanted him. 


And Thursday night after playing at one of the small bars we frequented, | made double sure that | was going 
to have him. We blew through our short set. Axl and Tracii soon disappearing to see about our pay. Leaving 
me and Duff to put our stuff back out in the truck. Duff's truck. | fucking loved that truck. It smelled of stale 
booze, cigarettes and weed inside, and probably could have done with a paint job. But there was no denying that 
it belonged to him. He'd told me it had been a gift from an old employer of his. An employer which he still 
occasionally did work for. Hot wiring and stealing cars. It was pretty fantastic, | thought. 


And | also thought of how intensely | desired to have him pinned against that damned truck. 

God, | was sick | had no idea what was wrong with me. 

We hauled our amps and boxes of cords out and stuck them all under the tarp at the back. Our guitars all 
getting crammed in the toolbox so they could get locked in Once the final piece of our meagre equipment was 
packed away, Duff heaved a sigh and leaned back against the tailgate. He looked to his pockets for his pack of 
smokes and | couldn't help the racing thoughts in my head. 

Standing in the moonlight he looked beautiful. Like some Greek god, only better. More real. More tangible. His 
bleach blond hair shone in the dim light and his handsome face was twisted in concentration. Making me want 


to put some other expression on it. 


As though possessed, | took advantage of his being distracted and took the couple steps necessary to close the 


distance between us. He looked up a second too late and my lips caught his in a furious kiss. | took up his shirt 
and jacket in fistfuls and held him against me. 


He tasted like booze and stale cigarettes. | also tasted a hint of mint. And something else entirely his own. | 
sighed contently and moved to deepen the kiss. His response was gorgeous. And when | tasted his tongue on 
mine | didn't even bother to suppress my moan He knew | wanted him. | knew | wanted him. It wasn't exactly 


new. But the feeling of his lips on mine was. 


I'd never kissed a guy that wasn't Axl. And even then, Axl was more like kissing a chick Not to piss on his 
masculinity or whatever, but when we were kids and fucking around behind his parents’ backs, he had a certain 
timidness to him that | associated with virgin girls. He was soft. Damaged. And needed to be handled as such, 


even if he insisted otherwise. 


Duff however.. This was different. | got the feeling that | could do anything | wanted to this man and it 
wouldn't break him. His lips were dry and rough. His body strong and hard against mine. Work hardened and 
guitar calloused hands worked over my back and stroked my spine through the thin material of my t-shirt and 
| thought | was going to pass out. 


He ground his hips against me, and | nearly did. | pulled away with a sharp gasp. Looking up at him with wide 
eyes, my pupils no doubt dilated to scary widths. He looked down at me and | made a small noise in the back of 


my throat. The slight smirk that played at his lips was so familiar now. But then, it had a different connotation 
He spoke but a single word, and | whined in protest. 
"Wait" He said. 


| looked at him like he'd grown a second head on his shoulders. Wait? He wanted me to wait? What had | been 


doing for six weeks? Had | not been waiting? 


As if reading my mind, he put a finger to my parted lips and motioned for me to look out towards the bar. His 
legs were still wound around my waist from him sitting up on the tailgate of the truck. | saw Axl and | saw 

Tracii. They were just having a smoke, and it didn't look like they were coming toward the truck, but | guess if 
we got too loud, getting caught by them would spell certain terror. They'd do more than tease us mercilessly. 


We'd be at risk at getting fired and getting the shit beat out of us. 

| forced myself to take a calming breath. Looking up at him and taking in all | could about him. His hair had 
gotten a little longer since he'd joined the band. But it was still short enough you could ruffle it up with your 
fingers and have it stick up at odd angles. His hazel eyes slowly moved to meet my gaze. | smiled for no 
reason. He smiled back, leaning in and giving me a quick kiss. His hold on my waist tightening ever so slightly. 


It was really fucked up to say it, but | felt safe between his legs. Like. | don't know how to explain it: 


| actually found myself needing to remind myself that this was purely physical attraction. All | needed to do 


was get laid and get it out of my system. It was bad enough that | had it as bad as | did for him. | certainly 


wasn't fucking falling for him. 


Eventually Axl and Tracii headed back inside. Once the coast was clear, I'd found that my maddening lust had 
too. Or at least it had toned down. 


| shifted in Duff's hold. Pulling away from his legs and moving to hop up on the tailgate next to him. He looked 
over at me with a half-lidded gaze. 


"So you made a choice?" He asked, obviously referring to our little mack out session 


| grunted and crossed my arms over my chest. Hunching my shoulders a bit as a cool wind blew through. "Not 


really" 

His lips twitched and he looked down. "Well then, fuckin’ talk it out with me. What do you want?" 

| resisted the urge to roll my eyes. "I can't deny we got something." | said slowly, "But it's only physical" 
‘Lust, not love and all that bullshit, right?” 

| nodded. He smiled, despite what | thought 

"Sounds fair enough. | ain't really looking to settle down anyway. Had a real bad break up recently’ 
"Dude" 


He shrugged, "Well it's the truth. You can play the hardened heart, Mister Izzy Stradlin, but even you can't 
deny that some shit just hurts." 


| let my guard down. Turning to look at him. To actually look at him. His hazel eyes filled with the usual 
laughter and haze that came with drunkenness, but behind it all, there was pain. A pain that | knew myself all 
too well. The pain of being abandoned. Being held so high for so long and suddenly dropped with nothing but 
booze and drugs to stop the fall. 


| had to tear my gaze away. It was just physical. Nothing more. My dick wanted his dick. My body desired his 
body. This had nothing to do with head or heart. 


But the part of me that cared for my friends and bandmates was rearing its head. And Duff was my friend. 
"What happened?" | asked. 


He laughed a bit, taking his smokes out of his pocket. Handing me one and lighting one for himself. 


‘| wanted to marry her. Found out she'd been cheating on me the whole time." 
"Shit, man" | murmured, brows drawn together as | lit my smoke. "That's fucking harsh." 


He shrugged, "Like | said. Some shit just hurts. | mean. I'd introduced her to my mom and everything too. | 
don't think it wouldve been so bad if she hadn't met my family.” 


| managed a sympathetic smile. | didn't really understand that. My family life had sucked. My parents 
practically ignored me and | ended up raising myself. My brother had pretty much been fully grown by the 


time | was born, so it wasn't exactly hard to see that I'd been an accident. 


"You close to your family?" | asked. Mentally slapping myself. It was getting hard to differentiate between 
friendly curiousity and a ‘getting to know’ attitude. 


Duff gave me an odd look before smiling. "Yeah, man. | mean, I'm close to my mom and all my siblings.’ 
"Not your dad?" I'd always been closer to my dad. Not that it was a substantial closeness, but still 


Duff's face darkened a moment. | feared | had accidentally crossed a line. "No." he said, looking away, lips drawn 


tight together. "My dad left us when | was fairly young. He'd been cheating on my mom with the neighbour.” 
"Oh" Was all | said. | didn't know what else fo say. 


Duff sighed and moved to lean against me. | welcomed the warmth despite everything. I'd given my jacket to 
Axl for the night and it was sorta cold. 


"What about your family? You r' Billy-boy are from Indiana or something, right? You miss it at all?" 

| shook my head. Drawing my knees to my chest. "Nah. | didn't really get on with my family. | just barely 
finished high school and | got the hell outta Dodge." | shrugged. "| miss the place sometimes. There were some 
decent people, | guess. But | fucking hated it. You grew up in the city and moved to the city. You wouldn't 
understand." 

He gave me a vaguely amused look. "Maybe not. But maybe | want to." 

| just blinked at him. What we had was purely physical. Nothing more. Nothing less. 

| quickly changed the subject. 


"So do you know what the fuck it is that Axl's keeping from me?" | asked nonchalantly. 


Duff gave be another odd look. | laughed. Trying to keep it lighthearted. But in all honesty, it fucking bugged me. 
Axl keeping secrets from me. It wasn't like him. And it had me worried. Duff visibly hesitated, and it worried 


me more. Was | getting kicked out of the band or something? 
"| dont know the exact details" Duff said slowly. "But honestly, Iz Dont worry about it. lts no big deal: 
| pursed my lips. Duff kissed them. 

"Izzy. Its got nothing to do with you. Don't worry, okay? I'd fell you otherwise. Honest" 


Though | didn't know why, | believed him for the moment. Letting myself relax and drink in his warmth as a 
few lonely snowflakes fell from the sky. 
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| didn't get to make good on my internal promise to have Duff until we'd left the bar. Axl was staying with his 
girlfriend and | was hopping couches since we'd gotten kicked out of the place we were at. We dropped Tracii 
off at home and Duff took me back to his place. The entire drive up there seemed like the worst foreplay 
ever. He kept giving me this look. This look that said "I'm going to stop this car at the next possible spot and 
fuck you where you sit". 


It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. 


Duff's apartment was nice. A little plain, sparsely decorated, yet homey. | didn't know it at the time, but | 
would get to know that apartment well and it would eventually become a home until Duff could afford a house. 


He chucked his keys on the table and calmly offered me a drink. | feverishly took the offer. | felt like my heart 
was going to beat out of my chest. When he handed me a glass of vodka and cranberry, | nearly chugged it. He 


eyed me with amusement for a moment before winding his way to my side of the kitchen. 


"You're so tense." He mumbled, slowly reaching out to put his hands on my shoulders. Rubbing at the taut 


muscles with his thumbs. "Jesus. Calm down, man." 

| took a deep breath. Closing my eyes and focussing on the feeling of his hands working tired muscles. Loosing a 
small pleasured moan as the knots got worked out. | would never ever admit it out loud, but | was fucking 
scared. | didn't know how to have sex with a guy. I'd never even experienced wanting to have sex with a guy. 
Pushing my hair aside, Duff kissed the back of my neck. Slowly dotting the kisses down the ridges of my spine. 
| won't rush it." He said, oddly soft for a punk kid and for this being only physical. 

| all but melted into him when he let his hands roam over my front. Pulling me flush against him. | felt the 
beginnings of his erection pressing against my backside. Oddly proud that | could do that without actually doing 


anything. 


His fingers played with the waistband of my jeans and my own dick twitched curiously. | felt him smile against 


my neck. 


"You're so hot." He breathed, "Just thought you should know that." 


"That's really fucking gay, dude. Just thought you should know that." 


He laughed and | flashed him a quick grin before getting my wits about me and kissing him. Maybe this would 
be okay. He purred into the kiss and started to work on getting my jeans off. Palming me through my boxers 


once he finally did, he pulled away to look down at me. A bewildered expression on his face. 
"What's wrong?" | asked, trying not to let the worry seep into my voice. 

"Is that your fucking dick?" He asked 

| frowned. "Uh. | think so." 


‘Jesuuuuhhs.." He moaned, hand cupping me through the thin fabric and rubbing me gently. | arched toward his 
hand. Still looking up at him. Confused. "You never told me you were hung like a fucking horse." He mumbled, 
kissing me again and quickly working to get my boxers off. 


| made a small noise before trying to blindly get his jeans off too. Moaning softly as he thumbed at the head 
of my prick. | felt heat pooling through his boxers and hesitantly stroked him before pulling the garments 


away. | broke our kiss only just long enough to look. 


Turning around, | made quick work of getting his shirt off along with my own. His padlock and chain he wore 
around his neck serving as a handle as | pulled him back down to another heated kiss once we were both 
completely naked. He staggered back a couple steps toward the table. Bare ass resting against the cool wood as 


his hands explored my body. 

| don't know why we had kept avoiding this. This was amazing. He felt amazing. 

My arms wound around his neck and my hands fisted in his hair. | ground against him. Hard. Earning a choked 
moan into my mouth. So naturally, | did it again. Rolling my hips into him and feeling our dicks grind together. 
He writhed underneath me. | couldn't understand it. He was like a fucking pussycat. Yet all that show in the 
strip club the other week, and all the act of being dominant, | couldn't wrap my head around it. And | didn't 
know what | was doing. 

‘Oh my fucking God, lz.. Jeff. Jeff, you're so fucking big. | want you." 

Excuse me? 


What? 


| pulled away and just stared at him. Duffs cheeks were stained pink. His dick curved up to his belly, twitching 
as he gasped for breath. 


"Fuck me.” 
Well. 
Fuck. Me. Sideways. 


"Fuck me." He repeated. Squirming underneath me and moving to rub himself against me. "I got lotion in the 


bedroom. Just. Please." 


Well who was | to say no? Duff fucking McKagan was making me an offer | just could not refuse. | hauled him 
up by that damned chain of his again. Our teeth clinked together as we kissed. He clung to me. We only just 
managed to make it to the bedroom without casualties. 


Duff sprawled out on the bed as | searched for the lotion. Lazily stroking himself as he watched me. Long legs 
spread wide. Swollen lower lip caught between his top teeth. Hazel eyes half - lidded as he watched. 


Soon after finding it, | crawled into bed and on top of him. Not wasting any time in swatting his hand away 
from his engorged member. He smirked at me as | poured some of the lotion on my fingers. I'd had anal sex 
once before and had a pretty good understanding of what | had to do. The girl was a fucking slut. Literally. A 
whore. | couldn't even call her a prostitute because she rarely asked for payment. | think she was just starting 


a sperm bank in her panty drawer. 

Duff jumped and bit back a yelp when | touched my slicked up fingers to his puckered hole. 

"lss cold" He giggled 

| gave him a goofy grin before continuing. Pressing my first finger into him and soon after a second. Something 
told me that he was not a stranger to this. But that was okay. It just made things easier and it helped me 
from freaking out. | knew | was a bit bigger than average. | didn't want this attempt at anal sex to go like my 


last had. 


Apparently | had hit something inside him though. | was stretching him and curling my fingers a little and he 
suddenly jolted. A high pitch moan escaping him. Causing a bolt of lightening hot pleasure to hit me. 


"Again" he panted, squirming a little. "Do that again" 


So | did. His reaction was fucking beautiful. He was practically fucking himself on my hand. His dick bobbing as 
he rocked his hips and drove himself down. 


Regretably, | stopped him. | didn't want him to finish and leave me high and dry. So | slowly pulled my fingers 
out of him. Giving him brief pause as | lubed up my cock and lined myself up. Lifting his legs to hang over my 


shoulders. 


Duff looked up at me. Lust filled eyes meeting mine, lips slightly parted as he panted. 
"Don't fucking hesitate." He said. 
| pushed into him. 


He cried out and at first | thought I'd hurt him. Though i was only just aware of it. | was too busy visiting 
Heaven. His warmth around me felt so unlike anything I'd ever felt. His hand snaking down to stroke himself 


knocked me out of my revery. 
"Fuck. Me." He said firmly, moving roughly against me to knock me back to my senses completely. 
"Yes, sir." | growled, slowly doing as he wanted and beginning to move inside him. 


Each thrust drew a sound from him. And each sound he made earned a quiet sound and a quick kiss from me. 


| refused to show him mercy. Fucking him hard into the mattress and revelling in the feeling of him. 


It must have taken a lot of muscle work, but he let his legs down from my shoulders. Wrapping them around 
my torso instead. Digging his heels into my spine as he pulled me in deeper. Forcing me to fuck him harder as 


our orgasms screamed closer. 


| came without warning. Crying out and thrusting into him once more. My finish must have triggered his. 
Because no sooner than his name had left my lips had his cum spurted out to stain both our stomachs. A 
blissed out look taking over his face. 


| gently pulled my softening cock out of him and flopped down next to him. Completely sated. Finally. I'd gotten 
what i wanted and he what he wanted. Not even bothering to clean up, Duff rolled over and threw his arm 


around me. His spunk smearing against both of us. 


"Thanks." He said, voice still breathy. "That was fucking awesome." He went silent a moment. My eyes felt 
heavy. | thought Duff might have fallen asleep, but he spoke again after a moment. "If you need a place to 
stay, man, you can crash here." He said, as though reading my mind about needing to go. "I heard you and Axl 
got booted out of the other place, so yeah. If you want we can even strike a deal where you supply me coke 


and I'll give you free rent on the couch. Or the bed. Or the floor. Y'know, whatever you wanna sleep on" 
| only nodded and made a quiet hum. Way too comfortable to do any serious thinking. But i liked the sound of it. 


Especially if there was a chance of having what just happened, happen again. 
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When | woke the next morning, | half expected it to be like an awkward morning after. | mean, we had to go to 


band practice together and make up some bullshit story for why we were showing up together. 


Instead, however, | woke up alone in Duff's bed with a note by my head. | only just made out his chicken 
scratch handwriting to read that he'd gone to work at some point in the night. In a few short words he told 
me if | wanted to stick around and wait for him, he'd be bringing food. 


Of course | stuck around. | couldn't remember the last time I'd eaten anything that wasn't shrooms or some 


other mind altering substance. 


So | lay there in Duff's bed for a while. Buck ass nude and sprawled right out as | tried to remember where 
my clothes had wound up. | wondered briefly if Duff would mind me borrowing some of his. But somehow that 
felt off limits. It would be too domestic. Too comfortable. We'd fucked, not started dating. Besides, I'd probably 


drown in his clothes. 


| think | dozed off for a bit. Because next thing | knew, the door was getting opened with some force and Duff 
was staggering in with some bags of stuff. He had a stained apron tied around his waist and some white 


powder smeared over his nose. 
He looked fucking delicious. 


His gaze slowly moved up to me as he staggered in, cursing under his breath. Though a grin broke across his 


face when he saw me. Loosing a low whistle. 


"Shit, can | expect to come home to this every morning?" He chuckled, tossing the bags of whatever on the 


dresser and working on untying his apron. 


| purred and stretched. Purposely throwing myself on display. Duff's gaze raked over my body with the 


intensity of a starved man. 


"Only if you feed me." | said, "I think | read something about breakfast, fucker. By the way, you've got shit on 


your face." 


His nose wrinkled and he scrubbed at his sexy face. Frowning and mumbling something about flour. He peeked in 


the grubby mirror that sat atop his dresser and nodded at his reflection before turning back to me. 
"Better." | nodded, waving him over and nodding towards the bags. "What's that?" | asked. Nosy. 

Duff laughed, crawling on top of me, caging me to the bed. Smirk gracing his lips. 

"My laundry. You wanna eat you gotta get out of bed" 

| hummed, tilting my head back as he kissed at my throat. | clawed lightly at his black shirt. 

"Yeah, about that. | totally would, but there's something kinda keeping me here." 

"What's that?" He mumbled against my skin. Nibbling at the soft flesh. 

"Yous 


| wrapped my arms around him and guided his mouth to mine. Kissing him slowly and savouring his dry lips and 


wet tongue. 


I'd like to say we fucked like animals and re-enacted the night before. But instead, there was just lazy handjobs 
and a lot of kisses. | was still drunk off sleep, and he was tired from a lack thereof. Once we'd both got off, 
got up, and got showered, | walked out to the kitchen. Still naked. But | had a towel hanging off my hips. | needed 
to find my fucking clothes. Not that Duff seemed to mind my nakedness. He seemed to enjoy it, really. 


| was a bit surprised to see two take-away cups of coffee and a little box of baked goods. I'd gotten so used 


to living in such poor conditions, such things were a luxury. 


"I only sometimes manage to snag shit from work" Duff said as he came up behind me. My clothes draped 
over his arm. "I get to take what doesn't look great. So sometimes | purposely botch some cookies or 


something.” 


| laughed a bit. Taking my pants and shirt from him. | let the towel drop and lazily dressed myself in his 
kitchen. "So you made these?" | asked, a bit surprised. 


"Yep." He grinned, looking almost proud. It was pretty endearing. "Duff McKagan, pastry chef extraordinaire.’ He 
said with a huge and contagious grin. "I almost had little business cards and everything, but the boss doe'nt 


wanna give me away." 


| chuckled, taking one of the coffees and a couple of the sweet treats from the box. | shuffled toward the 


living room and flopped down on the couch. Duff soon followed. Plunking down in the recliner. 


"Pastry chef's a far cry from car thief." | said. "Why make the switch?" 


He laughed a little around a mouthful of danish. "I needed the money, man. | was the dishwasher. But | wormed 


my way up, | guess." 


| smiled and took a bite from the roll | had taken. | almost groaned. It was amazing. | mean, luxury food aside, it 


was fucking good. | practically inhaled it and the next. Fuck savouring it. 


We split the rest of the rest of the baked goods. Finishing our coffees in what had to be record time. | leaned 
back into the couch cushions. Letting my eyes fall shut and a sigh pass my lips. 


| opened my eyes when | felt a weight settle over me. Duff was hovering over me. Face only inches away from 


mine as he looked me over. 

"What?" | asked. 

"Checking if the poison's kicked in yet" He said without skipping a beat or batting an eyelash. 

| laughed and playfully shoved at his chest. "You piece of shit." | chuckled, "I knew it was too good to be true." 
"I think | know the cure though." He said, a mischievous glint taking to his eye. 

"Oh yeah? And what's that?" 


He purred, closing the distance between us and only just about kissing me. "Let's just say you shouldn't have 
bothered getting dressed." 


eR 


Band practice came way too soon. And was way too awkward. Our crazy fucking had resumed immediately 
after Duff's hovering thing. He was limping into Tracii's house and insisting on playing standing up. | couldn't 
keep the smug grin off my face. Axl was confused. Tracii was high. The other guys kept giggling like school 
girls. 


| still stood by my ‘this is purely physical. But | was thinking a bit more seriously about Duffs offer from the 
night before. | needed a place to live. And if he just wanted me to pay him in drugs then that was a bonus. | 
might've been able to afford some stuff. Like clothes. Or food. Or more booze. 


We started playing one of Axl and l's old songs. | sang. Duff kept looking at me. | felt hot under his gaze. 
Axl approached me after practice. Said he wanted to go out drinking after he got off work. | have no idea why 


the thought of inviting Duff crossed my mind. But Axl said he was bringing his girlfriend. Maybe it'd be good to 
have some company that wasn't going to be totally distracted. 


| agreed and told him I'd bring someone. | had no idea how he'd react to me bringing our bassist. But | mean, it 
wasn't like | was bringing him as a date, right? And Axl didn't need to know what we were doing behind closed 
doors. It wasn't serious. He just really liked my cock and | liked giving it to him. 

| slowly walked out to Duff's truck. Lighting a cigarette as | thought about everything. 

"Hey." | said as | hopped into the passengers seat. 

"What's up?" He asked, "You look bovvered" 

| pressed my lips together to keep from smirking and gave him a look. Fucking dork 


"Was just thinking. Axl wants to hang out tonight. Was wondering if you wanted to tag along.” 


"Woah woah, this isn't you asking me on a date, is it? | mean. Having your dick in my ass is great. But man, no 


commitment.” 


| laughed, "No. I'm not asking you on a fucking date. I'm asking you to come to the bar with me because Axl 


invited me out but he's gonna be way too distracted by his girlfriend” 

‘Mmm, you had me at bar. | need to fucking drink" 

| laughed and looked over at him. "I also wanted to ask if you meant what you said last night." 

"What, about wanting you to fuck me? | thought we'd established that | wanted that very very much." 
"Jesus, no. The thing about me moving in for a bit" | laughed, punching his arm. 

He grinned at me and | felt butterflies breed in my stomach. 


‘Course | meant it. Stay as long as you need. Use whatever you want. But if you're planning on bringing girls 


over just let me know so | can watch creepily from the balcony.” 
"You have a balcony?" | asked skeptically, knowing that he was just being a goof. 


"Nope. But the thought was nice anyway." He started the truck and | slowly relaxed as the engine roared to life. 
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The visit to the bar was the most awkward thing | had ever had the displeasure to endure. | was completely 
fucking sober and jonesing to get the fuck out of there. Axl and his girlfriend kept bitching. Axl and Duff kept 
bitching. Axl and me kept bitching.. 


It was a bitchfest all around. 
Let me elaborate. 


Duff and | got there around seven and were just chilling at the bar and watching some girls on the dance floor. 
Bobbing our heads to the music from the band that was playing. They were pretty groovy. | liked them 


anyway. And all of a fucking sudden, Axl storms in looking worse than a drowned rat. 


Turns out his girlfriend made him wait outside until she was ready instead of inviting him in like any other 
normal human being. His car was parked a block away, so he ended up standing on her doorstep while the 
winter storm started. Mostly rain and sleet. Snow was kind of a rarity down here. 


So he took one look at me and Duff sitting at the bar and he fucking freaks out. | have no idea why. He starts 
throwing a fit about how | said | was supposed to be bringing someone. And | said something about how Duff 
technically was a someone. And next thing | know Axl's throwing out every homo slur under the sun and 
accusing us of being gay and it may or may not have had something to do with me finally getting pissed off 
with his ‘tude and turning to pay attention to the blond next to me rather than him. We may or may not have 
been sharing a drink too and accidentally, not so accidentally touching each other a little. Bumping knees. Thigh 
touching. Tame shit. | wasn't exactly wanting to come out of the closet kicking and screaming that | was fucking 
Duff. Not that | gave a shit what people thought, it was just sex. | didn't need assholes bugging me about our 


‘relationship’. 


| swear to God" Duff breathed in my ear, taking his smokes out of his pocket. "If his face gets any redder, 
he's gonna burst like a fucking tomato." 


| gave him a dubious look, "Dude, where the fuck you finding these explosive tomates?" 


He chuckled and stuck a cigarette between my lips. Lighting it for me as | took a drag. 


"Never made pizza sauce?" 
"Nope." 


"You blow them up with hot water to get the skins off before you puree them. Trust me. He looks like an 


explosive fucking tomate." 
| hummed and let out a lungful of smoke. Looking to meet his hazel eyes with a smile. 
"Think he'd kick us out of the band if | kissed you right now?" 


Duff laughed, turning us both away and further into the booth we'd taken over. Lifting his jacket to not-so- 


inconspicuously hide us as he kissed me. 
| fucking loved the taste of beer off his tongue. And | generally didn't like beer. 


"Hey." Axl's low voice cut through the safety of Duff's leather jacket. Duff pulled away from me. | pouted. "If 


you fags are ready to go, we were gonna go check out the Strip." 


| gave Axl a huge smile. Duff kept his arm around my waist. Hauling me up and holding me against him. This 
was the fun thing. | knew that what we had was nothing serious. Duff knew that what we had was nothing 
serious. But we both got off on pissing Axl off. 


We finished our drinks and walked out of the bar hand in hand. 
Axl looked ready to gag. 


"Man, what the fuck happened to Cindy?" Axl asked me, obviously hoping | still played for the same team. The 
fucking hypocrite could fuck me all the way through highschool, but God forbid | go for another guy. 


| was suddenly struck with anger. How dare he treat me like shit for this. Treat Duff like shit for this. Bill and 

| had been friends for how fucking long? And he was gonna fucking look down on me for something as dumb as 

this? Shit! | knew his dad had been hardcore with the eternal damnation crap, but hadn't he also taught all that 
‘do not judge others lest ye be judged stuff too? 


"Cindy was a nice girl" Axl continued, "She was great for you." 

"Yeah great for me like a bullet in the head." | spat. Duff gave me a bewildered look. Even Axl was a little 
surprised. | was normally the quiet one, right? "That slut took me for everything | fucking had. Which was 
nothing. Leaving me with even more nothing. And then still had the nerve to go and hook up with Chris. And the 
stupid fuck took her in after everything she fucking did to me." 


Axl gaped a little. His girlfriend looked shocked. | vaguely felt Duff's hold on my hand tighten. | looked away. 


Tears stinging my eyes. | was so not about to fucking cry. 


‘Izzy, l.. 


"You fucking knew, Bill. So shut the fuck up. You knew that she got me kicked out of my apartment. You fucking 
knew she had my ass thrown in jail for dealing drugs. Fuck youl You think she's so much fucking better, then 
why don't you go and fucking date her? Huh? Don't stand here and piss on me for doing something that | 
fucking want to after having to deal with a whore like that." 


| was breathing hard. Practically snarling at Bill. | was fucking livid. | don't know why | felt the intense need to 
defend whatever Duff and | were doing. But | wasn't going to fucking stand there and let Axl give me shit for 
leaving the bitch that destroyed my life. 

‘Iz. Izzy." Duff's voice was oddly soft in my ear. "Hey. Come on. Let's go. Just let it be, man" 


My gaze snapped up to him. His hazel eyes wide, making him the face of innocence. | slowly relaxed Nodding 


forlornly and letting Duff gently lead me away from a still shocked Axl. 

"We'll go back to the bar and have a few drinks, Kay? Then head on home. Come on. Chill out" 

| wasn't sure what triggered it. And | hope to God Duff never mentions it to anyone. But something soft about 
his voice caused me to break down. | sobbed bitterly and clung to his shirt. | hadn't thought about any of the 
shit that Axl had brought up for a long time. Sure, it had hardened me. But in the words of some blond dork 
I'd met a few weeks ago; some shit just hurts. 


And what that bitch did to me, fucking hurt. 


Duff didn't complain as | cried. He held me and rubbed my back and spoke to me soothingly. He seemed to 
understand. And | appreciated the hell out of that. 


We didn't stand there long. | finished with ny chick flick moment pretty quickly. Rubbing my eyes stubbornly 
and threatening Duff with a finger thrust in his face. 


"You tell anyone what you saw here and I'll fucking cut your balls off, got it?" 

He nodded solemnly. Crossing his heart and making a zipper motion over his mouth. 

| let him hold my hand on the way back to the bar. Despite there not being an Axl around to bother. He 
bought me an entire tray of tequila shots. It had to have been his entire weeks pay gone, but he seemed quite 


content to watch me down them in three at a time increments. And | was more than happy to drink them. 


"So." He said eventually. Eyes never leaving the path my hands made to my lips. "Bitch had you taken in, hm?" 


| nodded. Folding my hands in front of me as | took a brief break between drinks. "Yep. She wanted to hurt me. 
So she had me thrown in fucking jail." 


"Ouch. How long were you in the can?" 

"Not very. Tracii paid my bail” 

"Axl?" 

"Fucker didn't know. | asked Tracii to keep it quiet." 

Duff's eyes went wide. Sparkling in the dull light from above. "Ooh, sexy. My secret ex-convict." 
"Just sex." | said, sobering really quickly to give him a look 

"Mmm, but it's damn good sex." He chuckled. 


| couldn't deny that. | downed another shot. Watching Duff sip his beer. | watched as his Adam's apple rose and 
fell with each gulp. | wanted to kiss it. 


After one more shot, | did. Leaning over the table and kissing the side of his face and downward. | nibbled 
softly at the pale skin Enjoying the sound of him purring. 


"Come on" He murmured. "Finish your drinks and lets go home." 


| kissed his lips a few times. Unable to help as | panted a little. "Who says we gotta wait til we get home?" | 


asked, giving a sideways glance toward the mens room. 
Duff grinned at me, | was hard almost instantly. 
"Come on. I'm gonna make you forget all about that hoe." 


A low growl escaped my throat. | kissed him again. "You better." | murmured, tongue dragging across salty skin 


before pulling away so | could get up. Sauntering toward the washroom and waiting for Duff to follow. 


Author's Notes: 

In really tired, so this chapter probably sucks balls. Premature apologies. Edit: | know nothing about Duffs 
famille except that he had a lot of siblings and there was a drama llama with his dad. | don't have his book 
readily available and im once again too tired to go scouring the depths of the internet with a stalkerish fever. 


l'm so sorry | 


| wasn't sure what to expect from Axl when Duff and | showed up at the next band practice. Against what | 
thought though, he was pretty cool. He didn't even mention what had happened the other day. Nor did he really 
do anything when Duff openly flirted with me. 


Tracii never showed up for practice. So | played his parts and Duff took up my guitar to play mine. We 
sounded like shit. Well. | did. | wasn't made to play solos. So | passed the guitar off to Rob and | sat myself 


down behind his drumset. 


"Are you fuckers done playing musical chairs?" Axl asked impatiently, though there was a hint of a smile on 
his face. 


| shrugged. Tapping out some Queen and waiting til everyone else got the idea. | didn't want to play our stuff 
while we sounded like shit. It just made our stuff sound shittier. | knew that making Queen sound like shit was 


the equivalent of blasphemy. But seriously. It was hard to botch them completely. 


We only got through the intro before Rob got distracted. He didn't know how to play guitar. Duff called me 
over. Took the other guitar, gave me mine back, and Rob plunked back down behind his kit: 


Axl sighed dramatically. But he was soon drowned out by Duff playing some riff | couldn't place. | was 
somewhat surprised. Even more so when he started singing, well. It was more like he was talking the words out 


to Axl. | had no clue what the fuck he was playing. But it sounded okay. | started to play along. 


It wasn't long before we were all jumping around screaming to this fucking song we'd never heard before. We 
soon did a shift to something that Axl, Rob and | did recognise. Duff looked so happy when | belted out the 


words; 


"Anarchy for the UK, 
its coming sometime and maybe, 
| give a wrong time stop at traffic line, 


Your future dream is a sharpie’s scheme!" 


| didn't know why it mattered so much. But | was glad that it made him happy. Maybe he figured that the 


hippie redneck had never heard of anything from across the pond. | wasn't sure. But he'd taken up his bass 


again. And that stupid padlock he was wearing was calling to have me pull him down on top of me. 

"Cause |. Wanna be, Anarchy!" 

‘h the city!" Duff wooped, going straight back to playing his little solo. 

| exploded into a fit of laughter. | couldn't help it. It was so ridiculous. We were supposed to be practicing for 
this show we had at the end of the week And instead we were jumping around and rocking the fuck out to a 


really shitty cover of the Sex Pistols. 


Practice ended pretty quickly though. With no guitarist there, it was hard to do. Not that we didn't know our 
own parts. But playing your own parts on your own is completely different from playing with other people. 


Axl went home, Rob went to his room. And | sat outside on the tailgate of Duff's truck. Scribbling away in my 
little notepad as | waited for him to haul his fuckin’ bass amp out. 


"Hey." He said, grunting as he heaved his equipment up onto the tailgate next to me. "What you doin'?" 
"Writin." | said simply, swinging my legs a little and hardly looking up as the amp slid back and Duff hopped up 
next to me. We must have looked like a couple freaks. Truck parallel parked in the middle of fucking downtown 
as we chilled on the tailgate. 

"What you writing?" Duff asked, trying to peek around my hand 

"Lyrics." | said softly, finally looking up and giving him a little smile. 


"Can | see?" 


"Uh, no." | laughed, handing them over anyway. He scanned over the page of loose notes and thoughts. An oddly 


serious look on his face. 
"These are really good, y'know." He said, sounding slightly awed. 
"Thanks." | mumbled, taking my notebook back. 


Duff looked at me like he wanted to say something. | hesitated before indulging him. Some weird squirrelly 
feeling starting in my stomach. Like | wasn't going to like what was going to be said. 


"What's up?" | asked, barely disguising my discomfort. 


"Uh, nothing.." He said slowly, scratching the back of his neck "I was wondering if you had plans tonight?" 


Oh shit. 

No. 

He fucking wasnt. 
"Um. Duff?" 


"Look. It's not like that, man. | swear. Well. It is. But not in the way you're thinking. My brother's coming down 
tonight and he keeps bugging me about my last girlfriend." 


"So you wanna play gay?" 


He flashed me a quick grin. "Who's playing?" He chuckled, "But seriously. | don't want you there as my 
boyfriend. I'm not going to fucking lie to my brother. | just need the moral support, ya know?" 


| nodded. "| know’ 

"Good. Can | expect you there then?" 

| nodded again "Yeah, man Ill be there. 

He gave me a quick hug and kissed my temple. | smiled slightly 
"Thanks, Izzy" 

KKK 


Duff's brother wasn't anything like | expected him to be. | was expecting another long-legged blond with no 
understanding of personal space. 


What | got instead was some army brat that also stood inches taller than me. | looked up at the older guy 
from across the table. Trying to pick apart similarities between him and his baby brother as said baby 
brother cooked up a wicked meal of ramen noodles with fried veggies. For being on the cheap, it looked pretty 
damn fancy. Duff had even splurged and bought both a both of soya sauce and a bottle of hot sauce. 

"So you two are in a band together?" His brother asked. 


| straightened in my seat. Eyes wide as | obediently nodded. | regretted the cocaine I'd snorted earlier in the 
afternoon. My gaze snapped feverishly to Duff. | felt like | was getting interrogated by some chick's father. 


"You doing well?" 


| shook my head. "Mmm mmn" My eyes were still blown wide. | felt like | might piss my pants. "No, sir.. We're 
still starting." 


He nodded. Looking to Duff, then back to me. 
"So what do you play then?" 
"Um. Guitar." | absently scratched my arm and rubbed at my nose. "I sing sometimes." 


There was a vague amusement in the guy's eyes. | knew that he knew that | was high. It was pretty fucking 


obvious. Even to me. 


| saw Duff dump more wine into the sauce for the noodles. | almost laughed. Oh my God. | should not have 


blown that fucking rock. Just fucking calm down. 


"You wanna show me?" | looked up at that. What? "I used to play a little bit. Duffy would spend hours on end 
sitting on my feet while | played Johnny Cash songs to him." 


Duffy? Oh my fucking God. 

That was adorable. 

| cracked a grin. Duff looked vaguely embarrassed. 

"Oh my God, Derek, you can't just embarrass me in front of my friends." He said in a faux-whiny voice. 
Laughing, | got up to go find my guitar. Gladly welcoming the opportunity to stretch my fucking legs. | couldn't 
find my guitar. So | grabbed Duff's acoustic instead. Wandering back down to the kitchen. | heard the two 
brothers conversing. It seemed to be getting heated. And it seemed to be about me. Unsurprising. | was high as 


a fucking kite. 


| plunked back down in my seat as though | heard nothing. Holding the guitar proudly and grinning before | set 
to work checking if it was tuned. 


"You have any preferences to what | play?" 

"Play me something of yours." He said firmly. 

Well uh, okay. He wanted to challenge me? Fine. | strummed the strings absently as | tried to think. | didn't 
really want to play any of the band's stuff. | didn't want to play any of the stuff I'd written for other people 


either. 


So | decided to play what I'd been writing earlier. | didn't see it going anywhere, so why the hell not, right? 


| strummed slowly on the guitar. Tapping the sides a bit as | got into it and got the music and beat and 


everything going. The words flowed from my mouth and | surprised even myself. 


‘Good enough for someday, 
Good enough for me, 
Good enough for someone, 


Good enough you see.." 


Duff had paused in his cooking to look at me. | wasn't sure what to think of the expression on his face. So | 
didn't think about it. | tried to ignore him. 


"Been lookin’ for the words ¥ fell you what Id say, 
ld have to make them up, 
and write them down Today. 


Good enough forever, 
Good until my grave. 
Good enough for after, 
Good enough to save.. 


The nerves are damaged trom, 
The blinking of the strobe. 
And | ain't one to question, what he done it for. 


Good enough for something 
Good enough for me. 
Good enough for someone 


Good enough you see, 


Well Im lookin’ for the words to fell you what Id say. 
Id have to make ‘em up and write them today.. 


Good enough for me. 


Yeah, good enough for me." 


Derek looked a little bewildered. | absently plucked at the strings of the guitar. | was still coked out of my 
Goddamn mind. But more than that, | had no idea how this man was going to react and it had me fucking 
paranoid. I'd never really shared my music. | mean, | wrote all my own riffs, and occasionally I'd spit ideas for 


lyrics to songs. But | was no singer. 


| started another riff. Nervousness causing me to need to move. And with the guitar in my hands, it provided 


an outlet. 
"Shit, kid. You're actually pretty good." 


| flashed a quick grin | wanted to hide. It's what | normally did when things weren't going according to plan. | 
just left. No dramatics or anything. Just emptiness where | had once been 


But I'd made Duff a promise. | promised I'd be here for him while his brother came to visit. So | had to stay. 
And evidently keep the ex army man child entertained. 


Supper couldn't have been placed down at a soon enough time. | put the guitar down quickly. Duff and | were 
eager to eat. Having had nothing all day. We scarcely noticed Derek had bowed his head until he cleared his 
throat. 

"Uh, Jeff, was it?" 

"Izzy." 

"Whatever." He muttered, "You wanna say grace?" 

| made a face. No. | did not want to say grace. Was this a joke? 


| played along. Only for Duff's sake. 


"Thanks, God for giving us this meal of cheapo Chinese noodles and wine. Its good to actually have a meal 


tonight, | guess. Uh. Amen 

Duff looked ready to explode with laughter. Derek didn’t look impressed 

"Amen" He muttered before starting to eat. "So... You boys don't normally eat, or what?" 
| shook my head. “I'm refusing to answer on the grounds that it may incriminate me" 
"Duff" 


Duff put his fork down. Lips drawn together. "Look. Things are just kinda hard. Its no big deal. But | got an 


apartment, and | got a job. So even while we work at this band thing, | do have an income." 
"Does mom know you're fucking starving yourself?" 
"Jesus, Derek No. And it's not fucking like that." 


"Then explain it. What the hell are you doing to yourself?" 


"Trying to start my own fucking life!" Duff snapped, glaring at his brother. "I know that's a real tough concept 
for you to wrap your head around, but I'm fucking happy. I'm making music. | could be living in the fucking 
gutter, but still be happy.’ 

"Are you fucking high?!" 

"No. Izzy is." 

"What?!" 


"And you're a fucking joke. So if you'll excuse me. It was nice to see you again, Derek. But please. Don't fucking 


come again." 


With that, Duff got up. | watched him go with worry in my eyes. Derek glared at me. | gulped, scrambling from 
my seat to go chase after Duff. 


| found him in the bedroom. Lying faceplanted in the mattress. | hesitantly came over and kneeled down next to 


the bed 

"Duff2" 

No answer. 

"Hey... MeDuffers? You okay?" 
"Fuck off 


| huffed. Flopping down and remaining silent a minute. | heard the door slam down the hall and the sound of an 


engine starting outside. 

"Duff. Come on. Come here. What's the matter?" 
God | sucked at this comforting thing. 

"| said fuck of fl" He hissed. 


| refused to let up. | crawled into bed next to him and wound my arms around his waist. Humming quietly, | 


kissed his head and hair. | didn't like seeing him so upset. It was so out of character for him. He was always so 


laid back. 


"Wanna talk about it?" | asked as he eventually shuffled around to burrow into my chest. 


‘Nothing to talk about. Nothing | ever did pleased him. | was just the dumb kid. He was already moved out when 


| was born so.." 
"My brother was the same." | admitted. "Trust me when | say, | know how much it sucks." 
"| didn't know you had a brother." 


"Just the one. Not all of us are blessed enough to be born into families of twelve." | laughed. Duff sniffled and 


smiled at me. 
"Are all your siblings such assholes?" | asked. 
‘Nah... Just him. Everyone else is all excited that I'm in the big city, Y‘know.?" 


We fell into a comfortable silence. My hand carding through Duff's hair as we lay there. It was comfortable. It 


wasn't the same as cuddling a girl. But it was just as cozy. 
"That song you sang." Duff said softly. Brows furrowed slightly. "That's the one you showed me today, right? 
| nodded. "Yup. 

"It was really nice. You should seriously write more. 


| gave it a brief thought over. "Maybe. | dunno, | contribute here and there, but | don't wanna be the one 
putting words in Axl's mouth." 


Duff nodded slowly against my chest. 
"Well.. Think about it. Because you're really good” 


| smiled a bit. "I will." 
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| guess we must have fallen asleep at some point in time. Tangled in each others arms as though afraid to lose 
each other to the tumultuous and crushing nightmares we both tended to suffer. | woke up to the feeling of 
sleepy kisses to my lips and face. 

Groaning softly, | rolled over and burrowed into Duff's chest. Savouring his warmth. 

"What the fuck time is it?" | whined. Making little noises as he planted more kisses over me. 

"Dunno." He mumbled, "Like four o'clock" 

"What the fuck..?" | flopped dramatically. Even my bones felt tired. 

| gotta go to work, man." 

| groaned, throwing an arm over my eyes. 

"Duuuuude.." 

"What, you don't wanna say goodbye, sweetheart?" 


"You're such a fucking asshole." 


He chuckled, kissing me softly once again. | returned each tiny kiss he fed me. Drinking in his warmth and scent 
around me. 


"I try and bring home breakfast" He said, slowly moving to get up. 

| pulled him back down. Refusing to let him go. | breathed him in, and he nuzzled at my neck 
"Mmn, don't go yet." | murmured, nibbling at his ear. 

"Izzy, | have to’ 


"Wake me up proper first, then, fucker." 


He chuckled. Kissing my neck and slowly trailing up to my mouth. His hot breath mingled with mine. He tasted 
like toothpaste. My hands weakly fisted in his hair and we shared languid kisses. Drawing them out as he slowly 
moved against me and got me up in more ways than one. 

Our bodies melted together as he climbed on top of me and impaled himself on my rigid cock. | held him as he 
rose and fell. Grunting softly when he leaned forward to kiss me again. Feeling him caught between our 
stomachs. | vaguely realized that he must have planned all this and gotten ready naked so he could just dress 
and go once we'd finished. 

| moaned as he began to stroke himself. Completely blown away with just how gorgeous he was. Maybe it was 
a weird thing to say about a guy. But he was. He was fucking beautiful. Rising and falling and completely using 
me as we fucked. His long legs folded neatly on either side of me as his thighs worked to move himself. 


| moaned again and he silenced me with another kiss. | just moaned into his mouth. Completely overwhelmed. 


He came before | did. | shifted just enough that | could hit his prostate and it was game over. His milky seed 


landing all over me, though he continued to writhe and let me fuck him til | too was done. 

He purred quietly and gave me another kiss. 

"See ya in a few." He said as he got up. 

| hummed vaguely and nuzzled into the pillow. Drained. Sated. Yet buzzing and ready to get up. 
God | loved waking up in Duffs bed. 

Wait. | so did not think that. No. | did not Jove it. It was nice. It was hot. 


| was getting way too close and way too attached. Fuckin’ eh. Looked like | was going to have to distance myself 
from the situation. As soon as | got up. 


eR 


Once | did get up and out of bed, | went and showered and found some clothes to wear. | was gonna hit the 
street and maybe find some late night/early morning action girls. The girls that were so hard on for cash 


they stayed out right til dawn. If | was lucky, | might've been able to sell some shit too. 


| headed out to the streets. Sticking to alleyways and side roads as much as possible. | didn't need some fucking 
skid jumping me in the middle of the fucking night. 


| made it to the street | was looking for and immediately set up shop. Meaning, | spotted a nice place to squat 
and | started playing in the dirt while | lit a cigarette and waited for someone to come. There were some other 


dealers out. Haggling passers by that looked like users. | found that tactic didn't work. Plus it was rude as fuck. 


Some people were actually just terminally ill and checkin’ the streets out. Not everyone was a junkie in need. 


There were a few girls out too. And of that | was glad. Even better was that one of them came up to me and 


asked to buy some smack. 


Elated, | took the offer. Telling her | only wanted twenty bucks and a blow job. She took the bait. And we 
disappeared into the shadows of the alley I'd camped in front of. 


She was pretty. | guess. You know. Behind the grimy week old makeup and the shakes of withdrawal. | knew 
those shakes well enough. And they reminded me that if | didn't use shortly too, I'd be suffering the same 
nasty fate. 


She fumbled with my jeans. | think she was trying to talk dirty to me. She kept saying something about how 
hungry she was for cock. It was weird. | dunno, maybe some guys like the thought of their dick getting 
devoured, but it just doesn’t turn me on, ya dig? 


| found her hands too soft. Her hair too long. Too straight. Too brown Crap, maybe I'd just gotten so used to 
fucking Duff, but seriously. | wasn't used to this. And even for a professional, it felt amateur. 


She moaned when she saw my cock fall out of my pants. Stroking it a bit. It was too Goddamn soft. | wanted 


the feeling of rough hands on the soft skin. A calloused thumb running over the oversensitive head. 


Sure. In the scheme of things, I'm the one that does the actual fucking. I'm the one that tops him. But even I'd 
be a fool to deny that he's in charge. 


And fuck. | think | missed it. 


She took my finally hard cock into her mouth. | felt her lip gloss more than anything else. Sticky and gross 
against my poor dick. Maybe | should have gone and wrapped on the door of an old girlfriend instead. Or picked 


up a chick at a bar. This was turning out gross. 
And | couldn't stop thinking about Duff. 
Which was totally missing the point of me doing this. 


She took me deep into her throat. And yeah. Okay. That felt good. Duff couldn't do that. But it almost felt 
wrong. I'd grown accustomed to his blowjobs. The ones where he'd take me into his mouth and pull away 


laughing when | tried to make him take more than he could. 


| mean, yeah. This chick was talented, being able to take all of my dick into her. Not many could boast to that. | 
do have a pretty big dick. But it just.. 


I+ wasn't Duff. 


| wasn't going to be able to get off. My dick was already softening and | felt a serious case of blue balls might 
be imminent. With a sigh, | coaxed the girl off me. 


"Look, this was a mistake. Just give me the twenty bucks, take your shit and get out of here. Fucking. Go home 


or something. It's almost five o'clock." 


She pulled off of me with a pop. Giving me what was supposed to be a seductive smile. It looked more like a 


cringe. Fuck she was out of it. 


"A‘ight big boy.. Whateva you say." She slowly got off her knees. Handing me a wad of bills before sashaying 


away. 


| felt bitterly fucking disappointed. | had never sold smack for twenty fucking dollars. Never. And never had | 
been so disgusted with a blowjob. What the hell was wrong with me? 


| started the shameful walk back to Duff's apartment. Taking a syringe and a bit of shit out of my pocket as | 
went. | prepped it as efficiently as | could, given my movement, and shot it up the first vein | found. Welcoming 
the pleasant rush and hoping it would take my mind off things. 

It didn't. 


It reminded me of him more. 


The addictive muddy concoction that was now working its way around me was fucking reminding me of him. 


Warming. Relaxing. So fucking pleasing. 

| was hard. 

Which was weird. But then again, it also wasn't that weird. | stopped walking just so | could rub one off. | 
moaned perhaps a bit too loudly. Head thrown back as | finally came. | gingerly moved to sit against the wall 
behind me. A few feet away from where I'd made my mess. Letting my head rest against my knees as | tried 
not to nod off. | didn't need to fucking fall asleep outside in the middle of God knows where with God knew who 


running around. 


That's how he found me. An hour or so later as he was making his way home from work. | heard the familiar 


sound of his truck rumble up to the sidewalk. Waking me. He hopped out. 
‘Izzy? lzzy, what the fuck?" He sounded worried. "Jesus Christ, are you okay?" 


"Better." | slurred, looking up at him with a stupid grin and bleary eyes. 


He helped haul me to my feet and into the truck. 

"How long have you been out here?" 

"Bout n hour... Time's it?" 

Duff looked at me incredulously. "Its almost eight o'clock, man. What were you doing out here?" 


So it had been more than an hour. Shit. | crawled across the seat and rest my head in his lap. Well. On his 
crotch. | looked up at him. 


"Duff. 
"Yeah?" He asked, clearly struggling with the whole paying attention to the road and paying attention to me. 
"Duffy... Duff.. Michael” 

"Jesus. What do you want?" 


"Wanna know a secret?" | asked, tracing patterns on his stomach. | was fucking out of it. And had no filter on 


my mouth. 
"Sure. Why not" He deadpanned. Finally looking down at me. | guess we hit a red light or something 
| purred and stretched out a little. Nuzzling his tummy and nibbling at his flesh through his shirt 
"You're my heroin’ 


He gave me a dubious look. I'd sort of forgotten he'd lost a lot of friends to the shit. | continued nuzzling him. 


Even as he started to drive again 
"You're addictive. | crave you." 


He glanced down before looking back to the road. | felt us turning a bit before stopping again. | giggled as he 


threw the truck in park and looked down at me. 
| need you." 


"You're fucking losing it, man." He said. | could hear a pain in his voice. See a pain in his eyes. He didn't want to 


say the words he was saying. 


"| mean it." 


"Will you mean it when you're sober?" He snapped. 
| hesitated. | hadn't meant to piss him off. 


“That's what | thought." He said, staring down at the steering wheel with a tightened look "So just shut the 
fuck up until we get home and you get to fucking bed. Okay?" 


| nuzzled him again in apology. Slowly moving up and effectively stopping him from starting the truck again. | 


kissed at his neck. He sighed. 

"Izzy. Knock it off" 

| nibbled at the soft skin. Moving a little further up. 

"Would you fucking stop?" 

He certainly wasn't doing anything to stop me. | bit down hard when | found an especially soft spot on his neck. 
Earning a strangled noise akin to a moan | licked at the spot. Kissing and sucking it gently. Knowing there would 
be a dark mark there soon. 

| moved to kiss his lips. He pulled away. 


"I thought this was just physical” 


| whined and kissed him anyway. Pinning him back against the seat as | shifted myself around. | was fucking 
horny. But | wasn't hard. Duff was though. 


"It is." | finally said. "But | need you" 


| made quick work of Duff's jeans. My mouth never leaving his as | kissed him again. Deeply. Hungrily. Fuck, | 
wanted him. 


| missed him. 
| only broke the kiss long enough to give him the blowjob I'd missed out on. | couldn't deep throat him. But | 
certainly tried. He seemed to appreciate it. Petting my hair as he arched into my mouth and soothing me when 


he accidentally made me gag and brought tears to my eyes. 


| looked up at him, my lips still around his cock. His head was tilted back. His neck on display. That spot I'd 
bitten starting to turn purple. He looked so gorgeous. 


| suckled lightly at the head of his prick. Earning a moan. | reached down and fondled his balls, making him 
squirm. | managed to get my finger further and | prodded at his entrance. He turned into a panting wreck. 


‘Iz. Izzy.. l'm gonna cum." He moaned, chancing a look down at me. 
| hummed around him. Closing my eyes and hollowing my cheeks as | sucked him. 


He came hard and | swallowed it all like the good boy | was. Licking him clean before tucking him back into his 


pants like the gentleman | wasn't. 
He tugged me up and kissed me softly. 
"Come on." He murmured. "Let's go home so you can sleep." 


| simply hummed. Curling up next to him in the seat and hoping that meant he wasn't mad at me anymore. 
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It wasn't until a few days after the heroin incident that | found out what Axl had been keeping from me. He 
told me he had another audition He wanted Duff and | to act as not gay as possible. Which was hilarious, 


considering he was wearing his girlfriends lipstick when he told me. 


We showed up at the rehearsal space and | was struck with some weird sense of foreboding in my gut. | found 
myself sticking close to Duff. We hadn't really discussed it, but | think it was an unspoken agreement that we 
could do whatever we wanted to each other. And if that meant acting like a girl and wanting his arm around 


me, than that was what | was going to get. 


Our whatever we had going hadn't really blossomed. And it was mostly physical attraction. | mean, its not like 
we were buying each other roses and confessing our secret love for each other. But | guess we were sort of 
together. | hadn't seen any other girls since that failed attempt with the hooker, and Duff only seemed to go 
play with the girls for show and when he wanted to make me jealous. Or when he wanted to stick his dick in 


something. Which was cool with me. Because | hadn't done that since Axl and | were in school. 


So we walk into the rehearsal space. Duff's got his arm draped over my shoulders, and l'm pressed into his 
side. We were laughing about something or other, and apparently we looked like a couple of flaming homos to 


one Mister Rose, because he glared. Like full on ‘! am going to put a knife in your gut glared, 


| didn't move from my spot in Duff's side. Not even when we sat down. If anything | curled closer into him. It 
was fucking cold in the building. No heat. 


Axl started talking about how the guy was going to be there soon | vaguely wondered where Tracii was. Rob 
was sitting off in the corner bobbing his head along with whatever was playing from his ghetto blaster. Axl 


was where he was. But where was Tracii? 


The squirming in my stomach got worse and | started taking deep breaths through my nose so | wouldn't get 
sick Duff had taught me that. He had panic attacks sometimes. Apparently. I'd yet to witness one, but he also 
walked me through breathing exercises when | woke up from having stopped breathing. We were each fucked 
up in the sense that our bodies hated us. It was just one more thing that kept us close, | guess. 


The door from outside opened. | half expected Tracii to come in complaining about traffic or the shit condition 


of the roads. Instead some dark-skinned curly headed motherfucker walked in. What the hell? 


Duff shifted. | looked up at him and saw him nod at the new guy. Axl grinned. | felt lost. 
He had a guitar in hand. 


| suddenly realised what was happening. Axl was looking to replace Tracii, but he was doing it without telling me 


because he knew | would say no. 

| felt betrayed For myself and for Tracii. Did he know he was getting replaced? 

| watched with a sad expression as the guy quietly set up. He introduced himself as Saul. Duff said something 
about Slash. | vaguely recognised him. | think | spoke to him once. He'd drawn posters or something and I'd 
marched into his workplace and fuckin’ asked if it was him. | don't remember why now. But they'd been good 
drawings. 

Saul combed some of his hair from his face and looked us over with a bit of a smile. 

"What you want me to play?" 

| pressed my lips into a thin line. Axl spoke and gave him some song. He started to play, and | walked out. 
Silently. | just couldn't deal. | didn't want to. | couldn't believe that Axl was going this to poor Tracii. This was 
his band as much as it was Axl's. As much as it was mine. We'd founded it together. 

| walked out into the rain and sloshed my way to Duff's truck Hopping in and sitting in the passenger seat as | 
turned the key so | could turn the radio on. This was so fucking wrong. Sure. The guy was great, from what 


little | had heard. But it still fucking sucked that Axl was going to go behind Tracii's back. 


| heard the door open next to me after a while of my sitting alone and draining the battery in Duff's truck. 
The blond stood there looking at me with the saddest expression | think he was capable of making. 


"| did say it had nothing to do with you." He said softly, slowly getting into the drivers seat. Turning the ignition 


on so he could get the heaters going as he shivered. 
| sighed. "Yeah" 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah" 


He bit his lip. "I know it was a shitty thing to do. | didn't want it to go down the way it did. But Axl wouldn't 


listen. He wanted the transition to be seamless." 


| only nodded, rolling myself over so | could look out the window. Watching as Saul and Axl walked out. Laughing 


together like they'd known each other forever. 


| felt a kiss land on my cheek. | glanced over and saw Duff leaning over the gearbox and the seat to give me 


an awkwardly positioned hug. 


"You looked like you knew him." | said, gaze flickering back to follow the other two men. Seeing Rob fuck off in 
the other direction 


"| played with him in another band" He admitted. "Axl asked me if | knew any lead guitarists. | told him. | 
couldn't just lie and say no. | mean. | love Tracii. He's a great guy and a pretty solid guitarist. But Axl wanted 


change. | guess | did too." 


| nodded. Slowly curling into his embrace and tilting my head as he kissed me again. "Yeah... | knew he wouldn't 


last forever. But fucking still." 


"I know." Duff sighed, slowly pulling away and moving to put the truck in gear. "| am sorry. | tried to talk him 
out of doing it like that. Tried to tell him to at least tell you." 


"Why didn't you just tell me?" 
He smirked. Giving me a look that probably shouldn't have gone straight to my crotch. 


"We both know you would have beat the shit outta Axl for it. | was keeping the peace." 
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So Saul, or Slash as we'd all taken to calling him, wasn't as bad a guy as | thought he'd be. And he was an 
amazing guitarist. | was almost jealous. The shit he played almost made Eddie Van Halen's stuff look like 
childsplay. | loved it. And he added a nice new groove to the group that we hadn't had before. Sure. | still felt 
like shit for kicking Tracii out. And | had refused to show up on the day Axl told him. Axl had bitched at me 
for it, but | don't think he actually minded. 


With the lineup seeming more solid, we actually managed to write some new and decent material. It was fun 
We all contributed to each others parts and all put in ideas for lyrics. | no longer felt as weird for ‘putting 


words into Axls mouth’. 


| even wrote a song and had him agree to sing it. It was, for the moment, without a title. In my own mind, it 


was for Duff. What? | can be a sappy little shit when | want to be. 
But if anyone asked me what it was about, | told them it was about heroin 


Only Duff got the joke. And whenever I'd say that, he'd wait til whoever asked was out of earshot before 


leaning in to kiss me. 
He was my heroin. And the rock upon which | stood. 


We'd been doing our little dance for almost four months. | think it was fair to say that by now, it was a bit 
more than just physical. | wouldn't necessarily say | loved the little shit. But | certainly did care for him. And | 
vehemently protected him anytime he fell under attack for not wanting to go out with all the girls and their 
orgies. We weren't really in a monogamous relationship. | mean, I'd started laying a couple girls again. And he 
still did too. But more often than not, we just wanted to go back to the apartment and fuck each other. 


We had to keep our shit on the downlow too. It was one thing for the glam bands to be either accused of being 
fags, or for them to actually be gay. But for the fanbase we were aiming for? It would spell suicide. For the 


band. For us. It would be hell. 


But neither Duff or | really minded. Besides. We were both sick of the guys and their fucking childish 


‘buttbuddy’ comments. 


| truly did care for him. And | believe that he cared for me. To this day, | believe he cared for me. Though 


neither of us called it love. 

Love was fleeting. Love was something not so much sacred as it was serious. What we were doing was fun. 
And while we took care of each other, it wasn't out of a love that could be summed up with the high school ‘ 
love you’. 

But | did care for him. And | appreciated the fuck out of him. Especially on bad nights. 

| don't remember the exact date. But it was in the middle of the winter. Duff and | had gone to bed the way 
we usually did. No big deal. We were tangled in each other at first. My head resting on his chest. But | guess 
at some point in time we'd gotten shifted around. And | was put in a different position 

Apparently one that my body didnt like. 

| stopped breathing. 

It honestly wasn't the first time this had ever happened. It was a problem I'd had since childhood. And my only 
guess is that the cigarettes and drugs only worsened it. Not that i could stop those for the sake of breathing 
at night. 


It was one of the only times | could remember my parents seriously giving a shit about me. They'd walked in 


to wake me up and | was practically comatose. 


| woke up sputtering. Scaring the shit out of Duff as | struggled to breathe. | was wheezing. Hyperventilating. 
And seeing spots. Hands clawing at Duff's shirt as | struggled not to cry. 


He had to climb on top of me and pin me to the bed to walk me through the little steps and breathing 


exercises he'd taught me months ago. 


'Iz.. Izzy. Easy.. Calm down. Just fucking.. Calm." He spoke soothingly, but it was obvious he was fucking scared. 


And | don't blame him. | was terrified 

"In once through your nose. Come on Breathe. You can do it. Easy.. There. Now out through your mouth" 
| was just gasping through my mouth. My lungs burnt. | had no idea what was fucking happening 

"Izzy. Its okay. Wve got you" 


Tears stung my eyes as | managed a few shuddering breaths. 


Ive got you. Breathe, babe. Its okay." 

"Ive got you." 

| sobbed like a fucking child. 

Grabbing the back of his shirt and pulling him right down onto me. | clung to him. He held me back. Whispering 
soothing words into my ear and kissing my temple a few times. | just bawled. | couldn't help it. Honestly, | 


couldn't. 


| cried until | could not cry anymore. And Duff stayed with me the entire time. Feeding me tiny kisses and 
mumbling quietly. 


After a few moments of my quiet blubbering, | managed to ask; 
"What the fuck just happened?" 
He kissed me again, "You panicked. It's okay. | would have too." 


| sniffled "|. | dont normally do that though." 


"Usually I'm awake and wake you up if you do that though. You woke yourself up. Honestly Izzy, it's okay that 
it happened" 


| sniffled again. 
‘lm just glad you're alright" He said softly. 
My lip trembled a little. | felt like such a fucking girl 


"Th-thank you." | said softly. Looking down awkwardly. | hated crying. | felt so fucking weak. | didn't cry much, 
but honest to God. When | did, | usually couldn't stop. 


Duff smiled. Planting a few more kisses on my lips before shifting around to lay by my side. 
"Don't mention it." He murmured, kisses moving to my neck. "Just. Try to sleep. Il stay up for you, okay?" 


| nodded. But i knew | wouldn't be able to sleep again. | think he knew it too. | never slept after having an 
episode. 


| rolled over and wound myself around him instead. Kissing him lazily and trying to regain control over my head 


again. | was shaking like a leaf. | was so glad to feel his arms around me. Making me feel safe. 


| felt safe in his arms. 


And | wasn't afraid to admit it. 
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We played a few bar shows over the next couple weeks. We had a steady audience of four. Axl's girlfriend. 
Slash's girlfriend. Rob's brother. And one of Duffs friends from work that stayed only for support because he 


was into country music more than rock r roll. 


We borrowed some space from an old friend and used it as rehearsal space for a while. We had a few songs in 


the works. | was still tweaking my one. 

We were all hanging out at Nicky Beats’ place. Nicky was out showing his girlfriend around since she was down 
from wherever for the weekend. But we were sprawled all around the room working on shit either alone or 
together. It was actually Rob that had come up behind me and started watching me write and try to piece 
guitar bits together. Which surprised me. Rob had been awful distant lately. | think it might have been because 
Axl had been fantasizing out loud about a small tour. 

"So you have a name for the song yet?" He asked me. 

"Not really. I've just been calling it ‘that song' for the past two weeks." 


"Man, what's it even about?" 


| shrugged, trying to blow it off as nothing. | was getting sort of uncomfortable. Rob was really really close. 
And giving me some kind of look like he could see into my soul and tear it to shreds with a single word. 


"Heroin, duh. What else does a junkie think about?" 

He shrugged. "I dunno man, it just doesn't sound like the kind of song to be about drugs. Sounds more like it's 
about someone. | mean, seriously? There wasnt much in this heart of mine, there was a little left and babe you 
found it.?" He spoke the words out to me and gave me a look. 

| just frowned. 


‘Izzy, dude, you can fuckin’ tell me." 


| rolled my eyes. Grabbing my shit and moving across the room to sit back to back with Axl. 


| felt him look back at me before going back to whatever he was doing. | think he was rolling a joint, but | 


couldn't be sure. 

"You okay?" Axl asked 

| shrugged 

"Rob being an ass 

| nodded 

"Don't fucking worry about it" 


| laughed, finally looking back at him. He was rolling a joint. Trying to get his folded roach to stay in place as he 
rolled it. He'd always sucked with that. 


"Here." | took it from him and rolled it like a pro. Handing it back and letting him light up. 
"Thanks, man" He murmured, filling his lungs with the thick smoke before exhaling. 


We fell into a comfortable silence. Broken only when we felt another body move to join us. | subconsciously 
knew it was Duff. His warmth and scent hitting me in ways | couldn't possibly explain. 


"Axl, what the fuck, you can't just smoke weed in here. God. What's wrong with you?" 
Axl gave Duff such a confused look, | almost laughed. 
"You gotta fucking share, asshole. Hand that shit over." 


Laughing, Axl handed him the joint, moving to roll another. He passed it to me and let me roll it. Putting it 
between my lips, Axl lit it up for me. 


"Man." | murmured after a couple tokes. "Did we just like, abandon Slash and Rob so we could get high?" 

Duff slumped against me and | laughed. Axl shook his head like he couldn't understand us. He probably didn't. 
"Is'okay!" Slash called from somewhere under a table. | guess he had been trying to take a nap or something. | 
hadn't realized he was close enough to hear us. "You fuckers enjoy your fuckin’ lawn clippings. I've got real 


weed, so suck it" 


| gave him the finger and he laughed. | wasn't sure where Rob was at. | vaguely felt Duff working his way 
under my arm as he relaxed. Axl had gone back to watching the ty. 


| nudged Duff gently. "Hey.. You wanna help me work on this song? Maybe we can lay some tracks down or 


something.” 


"You have cassettes?" He asked sluggishly, looking up at me as he finished off his portion of the joint and 
handed it back to Axl. | split the rest of mine with him. 


That was commitment right there, my friends. Sharing weed as we talked about our songs. 
| managed to uh.. Get a few the other day." 


His eyes danced with amusement. | filtered my hand through his hair. It had gotten so much longer in the time 
he'd been with us. With me. 


"You sneaky thieving bastard." He chuckled, 
"Hey man, there was no price listed above or under them. It was their own fault." 


| thought he was going to kiss me. But he seemed to realize that we were still sitting in the middle of the 


rehearsal space with three other guys kinda staring at us. 

"Alright, man. Let's go work on this shit" 

We fucked off to our own little corner. Duff grabbing his bass along the way as | found my guitar under a 
bunch of papers and napkins we'd all scattered around. Paper cost money. Napkins we usually just loaded up on 


whenever we hit a restaurant or something. 


| showed him the song and went through all my thoughts with it. The whole time, he watched me with some 
odd sort of wonder. | wondered briefly if it was because I'd told him indirectly that it was for him. 


He threw some stuff in, offered up suggestions for the guitar parts and agreed to work on a bass part for it 
so we could have a bunch of shit together for Axl to work with if he wanted to sing it. 


He went to get up to go help one of the guys with something. But | pulled him back down. | didn't want him to 
go just yet. It sucked that we couldn't be close close to each other with the guys around. But | wanted to 
spend time together. It was a mushy thought, but | couldn't help it. | knew he felt the same way. Otherwise he 


would have protested when | kept him in our corner. 


| chanced a look around before kissing his cheek. He tilted his head so our lips met briefly. He smiled at me as 
he pulled away. 


"Tonight" He said softly, ruffling my hair as | pouted. 


"Tonight" | reluctantly agreed. 


We didn't really use terms of endearment or ‘I love yous’. Instead we just told each other when we could be 


normal again. Together properly again 
God | was getting soft. 


But | really fucking cared for him. | adored him. | still couldn't say | loved him. And he couldn't tell me he loved 
me. But in all honesty, | only think his hesitance was caused by fear. He'd confided in me that he was terrified 
of becoming like his father. And was afraid to lose people close to him the way he'd lost his one wanted-to- 


be-fiancée. 

| leaned up and pulled him down a bit one more time so | could kiss him. Not even looking to see if the guys 
were looking. At this point, | wasn't sure if | cared. They had rumours amongst themselves. | know they did. But 
| just didn't care. 


| think maybe | was falling in love. But just not there yet. 
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Things were starting to get really hard. In more ways than one. We were fucking destitute. Axl had given Slash 
a job at the record store after not-so-accidentally fucking his not-quite-ex-girlfriend. Wanting to apologize and 


not have the band fall apart. Whatever. 
They both got fired. 


So now the two had no job and not even two pennies to rub together. Duff and | were only just getting by 
between his actual job and my dealing. But our electricity had got turned off when we missed one too many of 
the bills. 


Between the five of us, | think Rob was doing the best. But he had everything going for him, man. His 


apartment was paid for by his fuckin’ parents, wherever they were. 

But would the fucker help any of us out? 

Nope. 

Slash and Axl leeched off their girlfriends, but it only went so far. Especially considering how fucking fast they 


went through girls. Duff did what he could to feed the fuckers, but feeding four grown men off the scraps of 


the restaurant was really fuckin’ hard to do. 
We had to take some drastic fucking action 


| won't use names, because honestly, now | feel like a complete fucking sleaze for doing it. It was a shitty thing 


to do whether the person realised we'd done it or not. 


We crashed this party. The five of us. Slash went off to take care of his business, taking Rob with him as a 
lookout and to keep him from alerting someone to what we were doing. Not that he was a goodie two shoes or 


anything, but he had a big mouth. Especially when he drank. So that left Axl, Duff and | to do the rest. 


| picked the most extravagant looking woman | could. They all looked like rocker chicks, so that was a little hard 


to do. But | picked one that | liked anyway. 


With some well placed compliments and honeyed words, | talked her into coming to one of the bedrooms with 


me. 
The plan was that | was going to fuck this chick while Duff and Axl took the money from her purse. 

| wasn't entirely sure why | had to do the fucking, but it wasn't that bad a job in the scheme of things | 
guess. | only felt bad because Duff was going to have to fucking listen to me do that. Sure. We fucked other 
people. But never in the same room as each other. And it was an unspoken rule that unless some really wild 
shit happened, we didn't share. It was weird how our discomfort with sharing worked. 


So anyway. | took this chick back to one of the bedrooms. She was so fucking loaded. | was jealous. 


"Hey, hey baby, you're headin’ the wrong way." | called at her as she continued down the hallway. I'd found a 
room, but she'd totally taken off. 


She giggled, "Oopsie!" She scampered back toward me. Giving me a huge drunken grin. 
"Yeah, yeah. Oopsie. Come on, sweetheart. I'm gonna blow your fuckin! mind whenever you're ready for it." 


She bit her lip and danced back toward the bed. She was pretty fucking hot. And her purse was still clutched in 
hand. 


| only shut the door a little. Just so it didn't latch on Duff or Axl. Whoever came in. | wasn't sure who to 


expect, because one of them had said something about going to grab jewelry to pawn or something. 
‘Mmmmmn, where do you want me?" She asked, a drunken groan to her voice. 


| came up and pushed her back toward the bed. Our bodies pushed together. One hand was on the small of her 
back and holding her to me as he butt hit the mattress. 


"Right there, sweetheart. Right there's good." | didn't want her to fucking fall. She was swaying even sitting 
down. Oh God. Way to go, Jeff. You know what you're doing. Totally. 


She giggled again, seeming suddenly shy now that I'd completely invaded her space. | gave her a brief grin 
before kissing her. Biting at her bottom lip and silently asking entrance as my hands roamed her body. Cupping 
her breasts and kneading them before moving on | gently coaxed her long hair out of the bun it was in. 
Running a hand down her back and around her stomach before snaking up her skirt. She gasped into my mouth 


and dropped her clutch. 
Bingo. 


| kicked it toward the door. It made a quiet thud as it hit the wood, and | focused on keeping her distracted. 


| worked her panties off, surprised at how wet she already was. Shit, this was going to go amazingly smooth. 


| pushed her further up on the bed and hiked her skirt right up on her thighs. Her panties around her ankles, | 
worked on my own pants. Dick already half hard at the thought of where it was going. 


The kisses were getting more heated. | vaguely heard the door open But that was only because I'd been 
listening for it. 


She suddenly started pushing against my chest and making muffled noises in protest. | pulled away a little, 
looking at her in confusion. She looked up at me, chest heaving. Lips swollen and hair in complete disarray. 


"W-wait”" She stammered. | practically felt the hesitation of whoever was at the door. "D-do you have a c- 


condom?" 
What the fuuuuuuuck..? 


Condom. Seriously? Did people even use those? Wait. Well. Apparently they did. Because this chick fucking 


wanted one. 

Jesus Christ. 

| slapped her ass gently. Mind racing. 

"Check the fucking night stand. Do | look like I've got a condom on me?" 

She blushed. | felt a little bad for snapping at her, but hell. | didn't have money for fucking food in my 
stomach, let alone rubber to go on my dick. She scrambled up to go check the nightstand. Putting her gorgeous 
ass and pussy on display for me. 

When she turned around, she had what looked like a box of smalls. Oh my God. | was sure there was some 
greater power just fucking dying of laughter right then. Or maybe it was just whoever was still at the door 
watching this presentation. 

The girl looked hopeful. | gave her what had to be the definition of bitch face. 

This was a fucking joke. 

"lm not going to fit in those, sweetheart." 


She pouted her lip. 


"I heard that was a myth. I'm not doing this without one." 


| almost laughed. 

‘Its not a myth. |. Will. Not. Fit. In Smalls. That shit will tear and completely defeat the purpose of wearing one." 
Fuck this. | was so fucking done. | was not going to stand here and teach this chick sex ed. And | sure as hell 
wasn't going to subject myself to that. | sighed and pinched the bridge of my nose. “Check again. Look way in 
the back, there might be others." 


She bit her lip and nodded obediently. Turning around to look again. | slipped away as quietly as | could manage. 
Tucking my still hard cock back in my pants as | went. 


| met Duff on the other side of the door. Grinning like a fucking moron and looking close to hysterics. 
| punched him in the shoulder. 

‘Laugh it the fuck up, asshole. Did she have any green?" 

He giggled stupidly. | gave him a look 


"Yeah man, about fifty bucks and change." He grinned at me, and | knew what he was going to say before he 
even said it. "No condoms though." 


‘Oh my fucking God, if you hold that over my head for one more second | will fucking murder you." 
"Should we start using condoms, lz? You're not afraid of catching something from me, are you? Or maybe.. Oh 
my God. What if | get pregnant?! Maybe condoms would be a good investment. I'm sure we can find some.. 


Your size." 


| whipped around and pummelled his chest. Not hard enough to actually hurt him. But holy fuck he was 
annoying me. That whole ordeal had me pissed off. And | was still fucking hard. 


"Would you shut the fuck up?! Jesus. | will smother you in your sleep." 
"Well that's not a very nice thing to say." 
"Teasing people about their dicks isn't very nice either." 


He gave me a mischievous glance and | let out a long breath. He wasn't helping my erection situation. Not one 


bit. 


"You know | love your dick” He murmured. Suddenly pushing me against the wall. | squeaked. "Should | remind 


you or are you good?" 


Oh. Okay. Maybe he was helping my situation | hummed contentedly and let myself melt into him. We were 


alone in the hallway. 

"I think | could use a little reminder." | said, giving him a quick grin 

He grinned back at me. But after that | was seeing a whole lot of nothing and feeling a whole lot of everything. 
He was all over me. Kissing. Licking. Biting. Oh God that was his crotch against mine, only two pairs of boxers 


separating us. 


| moaned and he silenced me with a kiss. | just moaned into his mouth. Feeling our shorts pulled out of the way, 


| revelled in the feeling of his length against mine. His hips moving against mine. 

He panted against my mouth as he pulled away a little. | followed. Feeding him kisses as we both fought for air. 
"ll blow you if you fuck me when we get home." 

| almost laughed. Holy shit. | would have fucked him when we got home anyway. | couldn't imagine why he 
wanted to subject himself to waiting for me to finish him. | gladly would have done it right after he got me 
off. Whatever his reasoning though, | agreed. Sighing happily as he slowly sunk to his knees. 

| looked down through half lidded eyes and watched as he practically worshipped my cock. Tentatively licking the 
head and sucking lightly at it before taking me in He hummed around me, as though happy to have my dick in 
his mouth. 

| moaned softly, my hands soon finding his hair. He did something with his tongue and | almost came. My eyes 
snapping open and my grip on his hair tightening as | gasped. With some smug look in his eyes, he did it again. | 
moaned, rocking into his mouth as he did something else. So close. So fucking close. | caressed the side of his 


face and he tilted into my touch. Still working his mouth around me. 


He did that fucking tongue thing again and | finally lost it. Having to bring a hand up to bite on my knuckle to 


quieten myself as | moaned and came into his mouth. Still thrusting weakly up until he pulled away. 


"Mm.. Come on, babe. Tuck up. Lets go home." He stuffed himself back into his jeans and | lazily did the same. | 
could hear the girl from earlier in the bedroom down the hall. 


"Looks like someone's missing their well endowed mystery man" Duff chuckled, nudging me a bit before we 


started speed walking down the hall and out of the house. Duff's truck was parked a couple blocks away. 
"Where's the others?" 
"Waiting in the truck. Slash got his shit and | think Axl found some stuff worth selling plus like twenty bucks." 


"So we got seventy bucks, some booze, and some possibly valuable stuff?" 


"That's about the just of it." 
"Yay" | said with about no enthusiasm. "So where they at?" 


"Waiting at the truck. l'm gonna drop them all off and then we'll head home. Well divvy everything up 


tomorrow." 
"Why tomorrow?" 


"Because unless I'm forgetting something, | had just agreed with some sleazy drug dealer that he was going to 
fuck me tonight." He adjusted himself very purposely in his pants. | had to look. He grinned when he caught me. 


| just grinned back. | couldn't argue that logic. 
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The seventy bucks didn't last too long after it had gotten split four ways. We agreed not to give Rob any of 


the money. Fucker had enough and wasn't sharing with us, so why the fuck should we have given him some? 


The seventeen bucks and change we had each gotten lived an even shorter life. At least Duff and | had the 
advantage of being able to pool our resources. We still couldn't pay our electricity bill, but we did splurge to 
buy some bars of soap. Unfortunately, those bars of soap would also have to do our hair. Because after 


buying some meagre groceries and guitar strings for the both of us.. We were back to being broke. 


We didn't have many shows booked. And | hadn't been selling a lot either. Axl and Slash were unafraid to 
panhandle for some quick change. But | couldn't bring myself to do it. | tried finding work in other places. But 
unfortunately, most employers look at greasy thugs with long hair walking into their store and grab the 


closest weapon or phone. 


We didn't give up hope though. We knew the bad times would eventually end. Well. Us four did. In all honesty, | 
think we grossed Rob out a little. 


‘Izzy! Hey, | need your help." 


| slowly peeled myself off of the couch. | felt so gross. | padded toward the sound of Duff's voice. Bare feet 


cold against the bare floor. 


"What's up?" | asked sluggishly. | needed a fucking hit. But | couldn't afford to use anything from my cache of 
drugs. 


"We need gas." 


| figured it would be something like that. Duff stood in the doorway, his hair kept back with a bandana. | knew 


he felt as greasy as | did He held a couple chunks of hose, a gas can and a bucket in his hand. 


| nodded and moved to put my boots on. They were fucking falling apart. 
"Are you okay?" He asked softly, 
| nodded. "Fine. Just.. You know." 


"I know." He said softly, shuffling forward and wrapping his arms around me briefly and awkwardly for all the 


stuff in his hands. Regardless of that fact, it was the most comfortable hug in the world 

| sniffed and continued the slow process of pulling my boots on | ached from my head to toe 
"lz. | can get Axl to come with me if you wanna lie down" 

| shook my head, "No. I'm fine.. You have any smokes?" 

"| think Ive got like three" 

"Can | bum one off you?" 


He gave me a look "You don't have to ask, Iz Here." He awkwardly shuffled to reach into his pocket. Pulling out 


one of the three smokes. He even lit it for me. 

| nuzzled into his chest in thanks. Taking one of the chunks of hose and the bucket. 

"Where are we hitting?” | asked. Squinting at the darkness outside. 

"Parking lot at the mall.. Gotta check and make sure something's still there too." 

"Something?" | asked, looking to him as we stepped out of the apartment. 

"A car. My old boss called and told me he had work if | was interested. | uh.. Wanna see if it'll be worth it" 


"Will you need to drive it all the way to Seattle?" | asked, somewhat worriedly. | didn't want him to go away too 


long. 
"No." | sighed in relief. "He's got someone coming to trailer it. Less heat that way if it's closed up." 


| nodded slowly. Sticking close to him as we walked. He passed all he was carrying to one hand. Wrapping the 


other arm around me and kissing the top of my head. 
"As soon as we get some cash, I'll buy you the best dope money can buy, okay? Try to keep your chin up." 


| sighed softly, rubbing my arms against the cold. It wasn’t even that cold. | just couldn't stop shaking. I'd been 


shaking for like two days straight. Duff had been sympathetic. But | knew it was wearing on him too. Not to 


mention we'd run out of booze days ago too. 
We could only water it down so much. 


We crossed several blocks before we reached the mall he'd been talking about. | felt drained. But | stood tall 
for Duff's sake. | didn't want to have him have to haul both me and all the shit back to the apartment. 


There were a few cars in the lot, and as we crept through a small cluster of hedges, | could see Duff 


squinting into the dark to try and find the car his old boss had supposedly found and wanted, 


| went off to go find a car that might have had a full gas tank. | set up at some crappy Mustang. Gaze darting 
around as | tried to work through my trembling hands to stick the hose in the tank. Sucking hard on the one 
end, | stopped a minute too late. Spitting a mouthful of gasoline to the concrete, | felt a concerned gaze on me 
though | refused to look up to see where Duff was at. | needed to keep this one shred of independence. | could 
still do this. Fuck. Maybe | should have made him call Axl. 


| jumped, scared shitless by the sudden sound of a car starting. | looked back to see Duff sitting in the driver's 
seat of a Beaumont. That was the car his employer wanted? | didn't understand. It looked like every other car 
on the road. 

Whatever though. | was just lucky | hadn't spilled the bucket of gas when Duff started it. | cleaned up quick 
and ran as fast as | could to throw everything into the back of the car. | had hardly shut the door of the 
passenger's side before the tires were spinning in the loose gravel and we were booking it out of the parking 


lot and down the road. 


Duff didn't drive us back to the apartment. That would be stupid. And | knew it. He was chewing the inside of 


his cheek as he checked his mirrors. 
"Shit. Shit. Were we caught?" | asked, twisting to look back, suddenly recognising his anxiousness. 


"Not yet." He said easily, though he was tense on the steering wheel. Fingers dancing as he drummed out some 


beat. His anxiety clear as day. 

"But there was a cop pulled up on the fucking corner as soon as I'd gotten in the car." 

"Fuck." 

"Fuck" He agreed. Checking over his shoulder before changing lanes and almost screaming around a corner. 
"Jesus, fuck, man! You realize we have a fucking bucket of gas in the trunk right?" 


He shot me a look and | stared at him. | still felt like absolute shit. But i was riding some little bit of an 


adrenaline rush. 
"And driving like a retard isn't going to lose the cops attention Itll just gain it." 
"Do you want to fucking drive?" He snapped. 


There was red and blue in the fucking rearview. Cursing repeatedly, Duff kept on the accelerator. Pushing it to 
the floor as he took the short straight stretch we had before heading for the highway. 


"Where the fuck are you going?" 

"Izzy, | swear to fucking God" 

"Woh, woah. Dude. | just wanted to fucking help you siphon gas. | didn't sign up for a highway chase.!" 
"Izzy, shut up. 


| turned and looked back again. The red and blue still there. Though a little further back due to the bit of 
traffic on the highway. 


‘lm fucking serious! | don't want to go back to jail, man. They probably won't give me bail this time.. Fuck!" 


‘Izzy, if you don't shut the fuck up right fucking now, | will fucking beat you within an inch of your life. Do you 
understand..21" 


| went quiet. Only out of shock though. Duff had never ever spoken to me like that. He'd been pissed off beyond 


recognition before, but this was something entirely different. 


| stared as he calmly weaved through traffic and took the next off ramp. Cutting through an intersection, he 


looked around. | did too. | didn't have any idea where we were 

"Duff?" | asked quietly. 

"What?" He was still pissed. Not that | blamed him. At least the flashing lights had gone away. For now. 
"Where are we going 


He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. "Otherside of Hollywood. We're gonna have to sleep in the car 
tonight and drop it and the gas off tomorrow." 


"Duffy..2" | felt like a child. | felt his gaze move to me briefly. "I. I'm sorry." 


He sighed. Slowing right down and pulling off to the side of the road. He threw the car in park and loomed at 


me. Cupping my cheek in his hand, he kissed me quickly. 
"Don't be. | shouldn't have yelled" 
"| should have listened." | muttered. 


He chuckled, "Yeah, you should have. But whatever." 


| managed a weak smile. Looking down. | shuddered, rubbing my face weakly. A worried look passed over Duff's 


face 
"You okay?" 

"| feel like shit" | admitted And my mouth still tasted like gas. 
Duff turned right around in his seat 

"lzzy.. |" He paused. Seeming to think. "Do you have any on you?" 


"Barely enough to sell. | can't use it, Duff. It's all | have left" 


He frowned. Giving me a stern look that basically told me | was about to agree to whatever he was going to 


say whether | wanted to or not. 
"Fuck the money, Iz. Fucking use it. Before you get worse." 


| hesitated. | really really wanted to. It had taken every ounce of control | had left not to go ahead and use it. | 
didn't know if | wanted to give that up. 


But beyond the idea of a quick high, the idea of getting rid of my shakes and nausea was amazing. | fucking 


wanted to. 

Ill pay for you're next load. Just please." 

| blinked at him. 

"Are you pleading me to shoot some H? You? Am | still talking to the same Duff?" 

He groaned and shook his head. "Izzy. Please. Don't fight me on this right now. You know | hate the shit. But you 
should also know that | can't fucking stand seeing you like this. Hurting. Sick. Fucking, just hurry the fuck up and 


do it. Before my balls shrivel up from all the fucking emotions I'm trying not to spit at you." 


| couldn't help but laugh. Wiping my nose as | sniffled before nodding. Agreeing finally. | needed it. So fucking bad. 


Slowly, | went through the process of getting out and prepping my drug. | felt Duff watching me the whole 
time. Once it'd been drawn up into the needle, | looked up to meet Duff's somber gaze. 


‘Its okay, Y'know.." He said with a weak smile. 
| wet my lips as | pressed the needle to my arm. Eyes never leaving his. 
"I know.." | said quietly, throat tight as my whole body tensed in anticipation 


| kept my gaze on Duff steady as | shot up. Sighing as the familiar warmth spread through my veins. | wasn't 
sure if it was the drugs or lack thereof or what it was, but before | started nodding off, | murmured; 


"| love you." 
Duff kissed my face and pet my hair. 


"| know." 
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When | woke up, it was to the sun filtering in through the window of the car. It was only just rising, | was cold, 
and vaguely aware that | was alone. Wait. | was alone. What the fuck? 

| shot up and looked around. Panic beginning to creep into my chest. Where was Duff? Oh my God. If he fucking 
left me stranded in this stolen car | was going to kill him. Then | was going to piss on his grave and refuse to 


let him rest in peace. 


| wondered if maybe something had happened. Though that seemed unlikely. | would have woken up. Duff would 
have fought. 


| bit my lip when another thought struck me. | vaguely remembered what | had told him before | fell asleep. 
What if I'd pushed it too far and he'd left? 


Heaving a sigh, | slowly moved to get out of the car. Making a noise when | heard something in the back. | 
peeked around my seat. A bit surprised to see Duff curled up in the back seat. Hair in complete disarray and 
face half hidden by his hand. 

"What are you doing back there?" | asked when | saw his hazel eyes meet mine. 

He yawned. "Was sleeping. Couldn't get comfortable in the front.” 


“Shocker. With your legs, babe, I'm surprised you're comfortable back there." 


"lim not" He chuckled, rolling over with a groan. He licked his lips and stared at the ceiling. "lz?" He asked, voice 


sounding oddly small 

"Yeah?" | asked, opening the car door a bit so | could stretch my own legs. 

"What you said last night.. Did you mean it?" 

It was my turn to hesitate. | looked back at him nervously. Did | mean it? | didn't know. And | didn't want to 


hurt him by telling him that. Pursing my lips, | looked deep within myself and found the words to say, "Yes. 
Yeah. | meant it." 


He smiled sheepishly. "You sure?" 
| crawled back in the car and leaned into the back so | could kiss him. Moving my lips slowly against his. 


"Yeah." | murmured against his mouth. Sucking lightly at his lower lip. "I love you, even if you drive like you lost 


your brain." 


He sighed happily against my mouth. | made a contented noise when he kissed me back My neck was starting 


to hurt from the awkward position, but | could scarcely move. 
"Can | tell you | love you too?" He asked between kisses. 
| hummed, slowly pulling away. "Just not in front of the guys." | teased. 


He chuckled, "Well | don't see any of the guys here." He raised one dark eyebrow at me. "So why don't you 


come love me?" 


| couldn't explain the throb in my chest when he worded it like that. Spread out in the backseat of some poor 
saps car like a cheap whore. He was already half hard and rubbing himself. Fuck. He could scarcely function in 
the morning without cooking one off. Nor could he sleep at night before doing the same. Had he just spent his 
days wasting away and jacking off before he'd met me? Jeez. 


But to Jove him. Yeah. | was up for that. 


| slunk out of my seat and to the back door. Opening it slowly and waiting as he rearranged himself. Awkwardly 
folding himself on his hands and knees, ass facing me. | purred at the sight. He flashed me a grin over his 
shoulder. | pulled his pants down and bared him. He wasn't wearing boxers. Which was just as well with me. 


Less to get in the way. 


| spread his legs wide and he lay his front flat against the seat in front of him. Humming, | rubbed my still 
clothed self against him as | brought my fingers to his mouth. 


"Suck" | said, he did so quite obediently. Wrapping his lips around my fingers and sucking them like he was 
sucking my dick. Swirling his tongue around them and getting them wet enough | could prep him. 


| made love to him slowly against the stolen car. Rocking the frame ever so slightly as we rocked into each 


other. 


| came first. Overcome with emotions | wasn't even aware | had that were apparently hard wired to my cock. | 
loved him. Which was a big thing for me to love anyone. | rarely got close to people. Not in that way. A lot of 
my ex-girlfriends said | was cold-hearted. But | wasn't so sure it was that as it was me being unable to find 


anyone worth investing my affection in. 


Duff groaned softly as he finally finished. His seed splattering against the cement below and some of the seat. | 
immediately pulled him up so | could kiss him. Hands wandering up his shirt so | could pet his chest. He purred 
against me. 

‘lm sorry | yelled at you last night." He said softly, nuzzling into my hair despite how dirty it was. 

| lazily kissed his chin. "Don't even worry about it" | murmured. 

‘Mmm... You ready to go?" He asked softly, arms reaching back in some weird kind of backwards hug. 

"Yeah." 


"Wanna go money hunting and get breakfast?" 


| shook my head. "Why don't we go drop the gas off. Drop the car off. Then go abuse the public showers at 
the pool?" 


He hummed, slowly pulling away from me so he could pull his pants up. 

"We get to shower together?" 

"Fucking, duh." 

"Then l'm in" 

| grinned at him as | pulled my own pants up and got comfortable before padding toward my still open door. 
RK 

A few hours later, we were showered and fresh and carrying a decent wad of bills from the car getting 
dropped off. When the guy had inspected the car, | had half expected him to say something about the cum 
stain on the seat. But he didn't. He just clapped Duff on the back and said something to him in a really thick 
accent that | couldn't make out. All | know is it made Duff smile and glance back at me. 

We eventually headed back home. Unsurprised to find the door unlocked and a pair of black cowboy boots taped 
similarly to my own sitting by the front door. Both Axl and Slash had been taking advantage of the fact that 
we still had an apartment with running water. Even without hot water, cold showers did better than no shower. 


"Honey, lm home!" | called Laughing when | heard Axl's disgruntled reply from the kitchen 


When we walked in to see what he was doing, we were surprised to see him standing on one of the chairs and 


looking into the top cupboards. 


"Dude, what the fuck are you doing?" Duff asked, looking almost offended with Axl's tearing through his kitchen 


His kitchen was sanctuary. Even if there was no food in it. 
"I thought you fuckers would have something to eat. You usually do." 


"We do?" | asked, squinting up at the redhead. This was news to me. | was blissfully unaware of this usually 
having food thing. 


Axl shrugged,slowly climbing down off the chair and sliding it back to the table. "I was guessing more than 
anything. Oh yeah, | have no place to live again. Mind if | crash here tonight?" 


| blinked at him. Duff looked confused. 
"Dude, what happened to what's-her-puss?" 
He waved vaguely, "Not worth discussing. Man. Do you guys have anything to fucking eat? I'm starving." 


Duff glanced down to me before shaking his head. "No, man. We were just gonna go to the dive down the 


street for happy hour and load up on booze and nachos." 
"You guys have cash?" Axl sounded hopeful. | gave him a sideways glance. 


"Some. We've got enough to eat and drink tonight, to buy some booze and some groceries, and the rest is going 


toward me refilling my cache" 
"Shit. You guys can't spare like thirty bucks can you?" 

| frowned, "Why?" 

"| owe Slash thirty bucks” 

| shook my head, sighing dramatically and heading toward the front door. 


"You can't borrow your way out of debt, fucktard. No. We don't have thirty bucks to spare. We're already 
thinking of selling off furniture to pay our fucking electricity bill” 


Duff came up behind me and put a hand on my back as | went to open the door. | looked up at him. He smiled 


down at me and gave me a quick kiss. 
"Easy, babe. He's got it rough as we do." 


"Yeah, | know. But you've already got me leeching off you for drugs. | don't want him to take advantage of you. 


He's a manipulative shit." 


"Oh trust me, | know." He chuckled. 


Axl came in and reached between us to grab his boots. | reluctantly pulled away from Duff. Looking up at him 
with a little bit of a pout. 


He smiled at me. Mouthing the words; 

"Love you." 

| smiled back. Quickly blowing him a kiss before Axl stood up again 
"Alright, faggots, let's get this show on the road" 


| sighed. Duff gave me a little smile. Grabbing his jacket off the door and tossing it over my shoulders before 
taking my hand. | was amazed by his patience. Making a mental note to ask him about it later. | didn't 
understand how he was so chill with Axl's being a dick about us being together. Only to our faces too. He 
hadn't gone and told anyone we were together. But he made it well known that he didn’t like it when he was 
with either or both of us alone. 


| only wished | was as patient as Duff was. | couldn't count the number of times Axl and | would get in full on 
fights about it. And every damn time, Duff would be the one to break it up. Unless it was in at Nicky's Then 
Slash did. Because sometimes | think Duff just wanted me to get a few swings at him. 


Axl had been talking more seriously about going on a tour. But he kept talking about how he didn't want to be 
stuck in a vehicle for any number of hours between me and Duff. l'd gotten really pissed off and told him to 
shut up, but he wouldn't listen. He kept going on and on and | fucking jumped over the table and started 
punching him in the head. 


| stared at the back of his head as he walked into the bar. | couldn't believe that he'd gotten to be such an 
asshole. | mean, yeah. He'd always been a bit of a dick when we were kids.. But not to this extent. Besides. | 
couldn't believe he thought he had the right to call me a fag. He's the one that'd suggested him and | back 


home. 


| shook my head. It didn't matter. | looked up at the lanky blond at my side. Revelling in the warmth of his 
jacket and the feel of my hand in his. He looked down at me, hazel eyes the gateway to his heart of gold as he 
grinned. He was proud. Fucking proud to walk into the bar with me on his arm. | didn't understand it. But | 
fucking appreciated the hell out of it. 
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So this ‘tour that Axl kept talking and dreaming outloud about was finally going to happen. We had songs. From 
all our old bands, and songs of our own too. Axl wanted to get out of Hollywood with it, since all our shows at 

the Whisky and the other little bars around town were getting no attention. Duff suggested Seattle. Saying that 
he had friends and family that would help us out. 


So it was all agreed We'd load up Duff's truck and head for Washington. We managed to book a few shows via 
payphone and worked out pay and everything. It was looking like it would go great. 


And then Rob started. 

"lim not fucking going. | have work." He complained, the night before we were going to leave. 

We all looked at him as if he'd grown a second head or a third arm or something. What the fuck was he talking 
about? He had work. Duff had work. He'd booked off. We'd only been talking about this shit for three weeks 
now. 


Slash rolled onto his back and let out a lungful of smoke. 


"You can't fuckin’ back out now." He said, his smooth voice laced with the frustration we were all feeling. "We 


fuckin’ leave tomorrow. That's why we're all fuckin’ here" 

Rob shrugged. "| don't want to go, man" 

Axl threw his Coke bottle at him. It hit the floor with a thump rather than breaking 
"Do you not want to go, or does that bitch of yours not want you too?" He sneered 


Rob glared at him. | shifted uncomfortably in my seat, looking to Duff. He was calmly looking between Rob and 
Axl. Clearly trying to determine who would jump first. Rob was seething. 


"lm not fucking going. You guys are just.. Just.” 


"Just. Just" Axl mocked, exaggerating Rob's sniveling manner. "Just what, use your Goddamn words, you 
pussy." 

Rob lunged. Slash scrambled out of the way just before he was stepped on. Axl caught Rob around the waist 
and threw him to the ground. Sitting on top of him, smushing the side of his face into the floor, a fist raised. 


Axl snarled at our drummer. 


"You wanna fuckin’ try that again, punk?" He growled, low voice drawing chills. We all watched uneasily. Unsure 


just what was going to happen. 


Rob's chest heaved as he tried to glare at Axl. Axl only twisted his head further and pushed him further into 
the floor. Tightening the grip he had on his face. 


"You don't wanna come? Fine. Fuck you. Get the fuck outta here." 


Axl didn't get up until after he'd spit on the other man. Hauling Rob up with him. His green eyes filled with 


malice as he glared. 

"You so much as think of trying that shit again on your way out, I'll beat you to a bloody pulp, got it?" 

Rob just stared. Clearly trying to tug the strands of his wounded pride back together. Axl shoved him away. 
Rob staggered for the door. Slamming it on his way out. Slash went to the window to make sure Rob was 
leaving. Frowning a bit and giving the finger out into the dark | wondered briefly what had happened, 

Everyone settled back down and Axl scrubbed at his face. 

"So we have no fucking drummer." He said plainly. 

Well, technically we had me and Duff that both played drums. But then we'd be down a bassist or guitarist. | 
thought to myself. Reaching across to grab the bottle of grape juice hobo wine Slash and | had concocted with 
a bit of stolen baker's yeast, sugar, and juice. 


"We know anyone that can stand in?" 


| can do ya one better and tell you someone that could stay in" Slash mumbled, snatching the bottle from me 


as | wiped my mouth on the back of my hand. He looked to Duff before taking his share. 

Duff's brows pulled together as he seemed to think. His eyes lighting up once he figured out what Slash was 
alluding to. It was all | could not to sigh like a lovestruck girl. He looked so cute sometimes. Y'know. As cute as a 
six foot three punk rocker dude could. 

"Yeah, yeah man. Don't even worry about it. Slash and | can go now and grab Steven" 

"Steven?" | asked. Duff looked back at me and gave me a grin that set my insides on fire. 

"Yeah, our drummer from the Road Crew, y'know, when we were together." 


| nodded. "He any good?" 


"Man, he's amazing." 


"Uses too big a kit though." Slash laughed. Duff chuckled in agreement. We all looked to Axl. 


He shrugged, "We need someone. Sure. If he's around, grab him and start showing him all Rob's shit. We'll have 


to finish training him on the road." 

Slash wooped. Duff scrambled up to grab his coat. Not forgetting to give me a quick hug and kiss before 
running for the door with Slash quickly in tow. | think the latter went barefoot. Yelling and hollering as they 
went to Duff's truck and left Axl and | alone in mine and Duff's apartment. 

| reached for our homemade wine again. Planning to wait quietly until they got back with this mysterious 
Steven character. | wasn't sure what to expect. I'd never heard of him. Never met him, to the best of my 
knowledge. But I'd met a lot of people and forgotten who they were. Supposedly I'd met Duff before he joined 
the band and got on with me too. | just didn't remember. Being high or too loaded to think seventy-five per 
cent of the time tended to do that. 

Axl took the bottle after me. Cringing a little as he took a gulp. 

"Fuck that's nasty." He laughed. 

| chuckled softly. Tossing him a cigarette before lighting one for myself. "Maybe so, but it does the job." 
"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 


We fell into a comfortable silence. Or at least, it was comfortable for a moment. | could tell he was itching to 


say something. | kind of had my own questions, too. 

He spoke first. 

"Man, how long have you n' Duff been at it now?" He asked, taking a long drag from his cigarette. 
| looked up, a bit surprised. "Uh, about five or six months now.. Why?" 


He shrugged. "Was just wondering. Just, you guys have.. Fuck | mean.. You've been together for a while, ya 
dig?" 


| raised an eyebrow at him. | had actually realized the other day that my thing with Duff was the longest 


established relationship I'd ever been in On and off again girls aside. 
"Yeah." | said plainly. "We're happy.’ 


He gave me a curious look. "So would you say you're gay?" 


| frowned. Almost choking on my lungful of smoke. "Uh, no. Most certainly not. | like him. | like chicks. | don't like 
other dudes. Where the fuck is this coming from?" 


He chewed his lip a little. Debating on telling me something. | could tell. 
"What's on your mind, man?" 


He looked up at me quickly. | wasn’t sure if he looked offended or angry or on the brink of tears. | shifted 
again, reaching for the bottle and taking a long drink, anyway. 


"Nothing." He finally said. Taking the bottle back from me. 

| sighed, laying down on the floor and staring up at the ceiling as | finished my smoke. Closing my eyes until the 
sound of a roaring engine and blaring music broke me out of my thoughts. | sat up and crawled toward the 
window. Peeking out and seeing Duff, Slash and some other little blond guy practically hanging out of the truck. 
Singing loudly and drunkenly along with whatever in the hell song was playing out the speakers. 

| hummed to myself and flopped back onto my ass. Tilting my head back to look at Axl. 

"They're back" | said. 

"Good." 

Soon, after the sound of the radio was cut short, and doors were slammed shut. The sound of loud voices 
started getting closer. Slash and the other dude headed for the door. Duff ran up to the window. Grinning at 
me. He pressed his lips to the dirty glass and | did the same. | heard a fake retching noise from the couch. 
Then Duff was talking to me through the glass. Speaking quickly and motioning that | should come out. Slash and 
the other guy came in through the front door. | cranked open the window and climbed through. Laughing as | 
heard Axl laughing at me from inside. | landed in the grass with a short "oof" escaping my lips. | stared up at 
Duff with a goofy grin across my lips. 

"Hi" | said. 


"Hey there." He giggled, crouching down and going the couple inches further to give me an upside down kiss. | 
hummed against his mouth. He pulled away and | pouted. 


"What's up?" | asked, staring up at him. 
"Need to talk to you." He grinned, bringing himself right down to my level and laying down next to me. 


He kissed my cheek and nuzzled my throat. Looking up briefly when one of the guys came to shut the window. 


| looked up and saw Slash. Duff winked at him. | felt confused. 
"Okay, what about?" 
"lIl get there in a minute. First | wanna ravish you." He giggled again. 


| just let him. He moved on top of me, kissing me deeply and nibbling at my lip. | let him have the entrance he 
was pleading for. Sucking lightly at his tongue, | moved my hands over his back. 


He slowly pulled away. While neither of us had any qualms to fucking outside with a possible audience from all 


sides, | knew he was itching to tell me whatever it was he wanted to tell me. 
| brushed some hair out of his face. "What's up?" 

"Axl and Slash fucked" 

| stared at him, eyebrows lost in my hair. He had to be kidding. 

"Seriously?" | gaped. 

"Seriously." 

"Holy shit." 


He laughed, winding his arms around me and kissing me again. We fell into a brief silence. Kissing each other 


softly and quietly as the sound of the guys doing whatever inside filtered out. 
"| love you." He murmured after a moment's silence, gently stroking my face. | purred and tilted into his touch. 
"| love you too." 


"We should probably head inside." He said softly, nuzzling me again | nodded slowly, not really wanting to. | was 
too busy savouring his warmth and scent. | wanted to stay lying out in the dirty grass with him forever. 


But | slowly obeyed. Getting up with his help and slowly heading for the door. | guess it was time to meet this 


elusive Steven character. 
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Steven was pretty cool. Though, as Slash had said, his kit was way too big for what we needed in a drummer. 
We tried to make him stick to the basics. Tried to get him to work on the little grooves he could do without 
going into these huge symphonic drum solos we didn't need. It got to the point that Duff, Slash and | all agreed 
to stay up and hide his extra pieces from his kit. We waited until we were loading everything into the truck. 
Axl acted as a distraction Which wasn't really hard for him. Duff, being the nice guy he was, offered to help 
poor Steven load all his gear. Then took it and shoved it in the closet if it wasn't what we wanted. | went 
through all the cases before handing them to Slash, who in turn gave them to Duff, so he could find more 
hiding spots. 


It was a team effort. And went pretty well. | felt kind of bad. | mean, Steven seemed to be an alright dude. But 
fuck, man. What the hell was he doing with that fucking kit? 


By the end of it all, | had almost forgotten about what Duff had told me. Then | saw Slash indiscreetly slap 


Axl's ass as we were all heading inside and the shock suddenly hit me. 

Oh my God 

Slash and Axl had fucked. 

What the hell was the world coming to? 

| immediately pulled Duff off to the side. Speaking in hushed panicked whispers 
"What the fuck?!" 

Duff laughed, seemingly unperturbed by my freaking out. "What the fuck, what?" 
"Slash and Axl?!" | started 

"Yeah? 


"They..?!" | made some vague and obscene gesture with my hand. 


"Yeah!" 
"They fucked" | asked incredulously. 


Duff laughed, | hit him. | didn't think this was very funny. This was insane. What the actual fuck was going on? 


| felt like someone was pranking me. 

"They were both loaded, and yeah. Slash was telling me on our way to pick Steven up." 

"Holy shit." 

Duff laughed, patting my shoulder. 

"So are they like.." 

He shook his head, hazel eyes twinkling at me. 

"Nope" 

"Holy shit" 

"Are you okay?" 

| shook my head, "I just can't wrap my head around this. How fucking long had he been giving us shit?" 

"Too long." He hummed, kissing my head. 

"Oh my God" | groaned. "Did.. Did Slash say who..2" 

"Slash made Axl his bitch." 

"Oh my God. 

Duff laughed, kissing me quickly. "Come on, shock'n'awe. Let's get out there before they all start missing us." 
FKE 

The next day we all set out. We couldn't stop Steven from checking all the stuff in the back first. He asked 
each of us where his drums were. We each denied his questions. Passing it off that someone must have stolen 
them in the night or something. 


Despite being bummed out about the loss of his drums, Steven stuck it out. Hopping in the box with Axl as 
Duff, Slash and | took the first shift in the front seat. 


| sat in the middle, shifting uncomfortably while Slash sat next to me, head hanging out the window. His long 
curly hair flagging wildly in the wind. 


Holy shit. | thought. Unable to help it. | wondered what him and Axl did. In explicit detail. | couldn't believe that 
Axl had got down for Slash. 


Duff turned the radio up. | curled into his side and he wrapped his arm around me. | wormed his cigarettes out 
of his pocket, he chuckled | put a cigarette between both his lips and my own, and lit them both up before 


curling back up. It was like four in the morning. It was way too early to be alive, let alone awake. 


Slash was snoring next to me. Duff tapped my side, | looked up. He smiled down at me before looking back to 
the road. Singing quietly along with the radio. 


‘Gonna use my arms 
Gonna use my legs 
Gonna use my style 
Goma use my sidestep 
Gonna use my fingers 


Gonna use my, my, my imagination.." 

| smiled up at him. He continued smoking his cigarette and | just found myself staring. He looked so peaceful. 
| heard the sliding window at the back open and Axl poked his head in 

"Yo, can | possibly fuckin’ fit in there? Steven's fucking snoring.” 


| chuckled, blowing my smoke out and promptly taking another drag. "No man, Slash's out too. And there's no 


room.” 


‘Im special, so special: 


| gotta have some of your attention give it To me. 


Got rhythm | cant miss a beat 
Got new skank it's so reet 
Got something Im winking at you 


Gonna make you, make you, make you notice.." 
Axl stared at me a moment, obviously trying to make something of the Slash comment before disappearing 
back into the box. | laughed softly and curled up again. Duff's quiet voice reaching into even the darkest 


reaches of my soul and bringing me up. 


| closed my eyes and smiled contentedly. 


"| love you." | murmured. 
He looked down at me again. Eyes sparkling in the sunrise. 
"Love you too." He said back, letting me lean up to kiss his jaw as he drove. 


It felt like this little experimental tour of ours was going to be great. So far, things were going as planned. We 
would drive straight up to Seattle and meet some of Duff's friends so we could crash before our first show. 


What | didn't know was that this tour was going to be complete and utter disaster. 
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Duff's truck only just made it out of LA before it broke down. With a string of curses escaping his lips, Axl 
limped the vehicle to the side of the road. Duff was yelling from the back. Cursing and giving the finger to 
other angry motorists that blew past us on the highway and honked their horns. The tires screamed as we 
tried to milk all we possibly could out of our coasting. Black smoke pouring out from under the wheel wells and 
an awful stench rising with it. 


"Way to fucking go, Ax, you broke it!" Slash laughed. 

There was nothing fucking funny about this situation The truck hadn't even stopped before | had hopped out 
and sprinted for the other side. The side that wasn't on fire. Gravel crunching under my feet as Duff and 
Steven raced to get everything out and handed to me. Axl tried to flag someone down, but failed miserably. 
Why the fuck would anyone wanna help us, right? 


Grabbing the last of the water bottles we'd stopped to pick up, he threw it on the fire in the wheel. Watching 


as it steamed like crazy and started smouldering instead. 


"What the fuck happened?" | asked, helping Duff jump out of the back. Steven was already out. So it wasn't like 


| was ignoring him. 

Duff ran a hand through his hair and stared. Loosing a heavy sigh as he seemed to think. 

"The wheel bearing must've ceased." 

| felt a bit comfortable knowing that he knew his car stuff. Though Axl was looking at him like he was speaking 
fucking German or something. | wasn't exactly car-smart either. | knew how to change the oil and tires, but 
that was about it. I'd never really owned a car before to need to know how to take care of one. 

"That caused that fucking fire?" Steven asked incredulously. 


Duff nodded solemnly. He seemed sorta put out at his truck having died. 


"Well, it's like this thing in another thing and it works like this normally." He demonstrated with his hands. "But | 


knew | needed them replaced.. They were starting to cease up." 


"From what?" 


"Sitting. We had no gas for a while there and it just sat, y'know? Then besides that, just age. Its been needing 
to be fixed for a long time." He crouched down and looked in under the wheel well. "That grinding noise, that's 


what it was from-- holy shit." 


| rushed forward, worried that maybe he'd touched something and hurt himself. He looked back at me with 


wide eyes. 


"Yeah." He murmured, shifting around to look at it some more. "Man, everything's fucking burnt to crap in 


there." 
"What the fuck caught fire?" Axl asked, chewing at his nails anxiously. 


"The bearings grinded together and produced so much heat it must have lit the grease inside on fire. Gone 
from there." Duff stood up, shaking his head. "H's fixable, | guess. If we had money." 


"Which we don't" Slash said sadly. 
"We don't.” Duff agreed. 


"What do we do then? We've got a bunch of shows to get to." | asked, searching my pockets for a cigarette. | 
was starting to get stressed the fuck out. 


Axl looked around, sighing. "| guess we thumb it. Try n at least get off the highway.’ 
Duff took my smoke off me. | gladly shared it with him as we stood there. 


"If we can find a payphone and scrounge some change, | can call someone to come meet us somewhere. | doubt 


they'll come all the way down but itd be better than nothing." He said with some certainty. 


And so, with all our minds made up, we took our gear and started our way up the highway. Axl walked 
backwards, thumb out and up. We tried not to look like a bunch of lost hoodlums, but it was kind of a lost 
cause. We were all dirty. Greasy and now fucking sweaty from the heat. | took my shirt off and tied it around 


my head. 


We had to have been walking for at least an hour. Steven complained he was sore. Which was understandable. 
He had the most shit to carry, even with Slash helping him. Slash complained he was thirsty. And Axl 

complained that nobody had picked us up yet. | drowned them all out. | was too hot to deal with their bullshit. 
The sun was getting higher in the sky, and if this was only early morning, i was scared to be stuck out here 


after noon. 


Duff panted a little as he came up next to me. Motioning that i should take his amp for a second. | did. 


Somehow managing to hold both our amps and my guitar as he took his shirt off and threw it off to the side. 
He took his amp back and kept walking. Not saying anything of abandoning his clothing. Nobody asked either. It 


was too damn hot. 


| was starting to seriously debate walking the highway naked in an attempt to get cool. It'd certainly get 
someone to pay a-fucking-ttention to us. | stared at Duff's back as we walked. Watching the little rivulets of 


sweat as they meandered down past his strong shoulders and narrow waist into his jeans. 


| looked back at the others. Steven had ditched his shirt, though | secretly wondered if he was really any 
cooler for it. That fucker had as much hair on his chest as | had on my head. Axl was still halfways clothed, 
though he'd rolled his jeans up to his knees. Slash, well.. | wasn't sure what Slash was doing. He was sort of half 


in and half out of his shirt. | didn't even want to know. | went back to staring at Duff. 


"Babe." | called quietly, he looked back at me. | fished an almost empty water bottle out of my bags. "Here. It's 
all | got left." 


He shook his head. Sweat dripping from his hair and brow. 
"No, go ahead" He murmured. 


| frowned, walking up next to him and thrusting the bottle into his hands. "Drink it. Or dump it over your head. 
Before you pass the fuck out" | said in a tone that hopefully told him | wasn't fucking around. 


With a resigned sigh, he unscrewed the cap and drank the mouthful of water. Throwing the bottle off into the 
ditch. | kissed him sweetly before pulling away. | loved the fuck out of him. But it was too damn hot for any 
Touchy cuddly shit. 


| had no idea how long we walked for, exactly. But the sun was starting to set before someone stopped to ask 
us where we were going. Unfortunately, they were only driving a small car. Meaning only a couple of us could 
go. Duff going to town first was a given. He needed to use a phone and call his friends in Seattle. But who else 


would go with him? 
Of course he chose me. | was touched. But to make up for the fact to everyone else, we agreed to take all 
their shit into town with us. Id be easier for them to get picked up if they weren't carrying all this 


equipment. 


Duff and | crammed ourselves into either side of the empty baby seat in the back. The woman in the front 


passenger seat looked back at us. 
"Aw, you poor things." She said sympathetically. "How long were you out there for?" 


"Pretty well since sunrise." Duff said, | stayed quiet. Pulling my Sherlock Holmes shit and trying to see what | 


could make of these people. 


"Oh! That's horrible! In this heat?" 
Duff nodded. "Uh huh. No one would stop, Y'know?" 


She cooed and gushed again before looking to me. "And what about you, sweetie? You look tired. Is there 
anything we can do for you boys?" 


"Cheryl" The man driving said, a hint of warning in his voice. 
"We just need to get to town and use a payphone, ma'am. We can take it from there." 
"Do you need change?" 


Duff eyed the man driving in the mirror for a moment before looking back to the lady. "If it's not too much to 


ask. 
| couldn't help the smirk on my face. Look at Duffy use his manners. | thought. How cute. 

The woman searched through her purse and reached back after a moment. Dropping a couple cents into Duffs 
hand. "That should be enough for a long distance call, hon You sure you kids'll be okay? What about your 
friends?" 


Duff and | both laughed. 


“They'll be fine." | said, startling the woman. | guess she'd thought me mute or something. "We got a meeting 
place in every city should we get lost" 


"We do?" Duff asked, looking at me. His interest in the couple driving us was completely gone. God. | loved the 
fact that | owned him. Mind. Body. And soul. He seemed to cling to every word | said. Worship every little 


movement | ever made. | loved him. And knew he loved me. It just emanated from him. 


"Yeah." | said once l'd gotten my breath back. "Well. Axl and | do. It's something we always did as kids whenever 


we got lost after a concert or something out of town" 
He laughed softly, taking a smoke out of his pocket and lighting it. Not even bothering to ask the people who's 
car we were in before doing it. Ah. That was my rebellious little shit. He passed me the cigarette after a few 


puffs. The rest of the drive was silent, save Duff and | sharing our smoke. 


When we finally got to town, we had hardly gotten all our shit out of the car and said thanks to the lady 


before her crazy ass husband sped the car away. He almost ran over my foot. 


Hauling all our shit toward the payphone we'd gotten dropped at, Duff quickly went about dialling his friend. 


Telling him all that had happened. His friend agreed to pick us up in Oregon and call a garage for Duff's truck. It 
kind of sucked that he wouldn't come any further than just south of Washington, but | guess he didn't have all 


that reliable a vehicle either. 


| looked back at Duff and gave him a little smile. "To the meeting place, then?" | asked. Ready to get out of 
there. 


"Yeah. Let's go to this mysterious meeting place." Duff grinned back. "I wanna know what kind of places you 
hung out at when you were little." He teased. 


"Man, Axl got lost more often than me." 

‘Oh I'm sure he did" He raised an eyebrow at me. The fucker didn't believe me. Not for a second. 

| sighed, "Whatever, man. Believe what'll make ya sleep at night” 

We fell into a comfortable silence as we walked. Me leading the way, looking around for the code. And the code 
was, Irish Pub. Every city had an Irish Pub, or a wanna be Irish Pub. Our code had no significant meaning. But 
it meant booze while we waited. And besides, | thought it was hilarious because of Axl's red hair, green eyes 


thing. He didn't get it. But that was okay. 


Once | found a place, | let Duff know. We sat down on the curb outside. Surrounded by our gear. We didn't have 
any money for booze. And we didn't feel like begging. 


| found Duff's battered acoustic in underneath everything. Took it out and tuned it. There was no telling how 
long we'd be stuck waiting for the others to meet us. Whether they'd end up walking the whole way, or 
whether they'd be getting picked up. 


Duff leaned against me as | started to play. He closed his eyes eventually. Nuzzling my neck sleepily. | knew he 
was tired. | was too. But one of us had to stay awake. | played something softer. Occasionally stopping so | could 
pass a hand through Duff's hair. There were no passers by in the streets. And for once in so long, it was just 


me and him. 


| put the guitar back and pulled him up into a kiss. Earning a startled sound and Duff's resistance. Laughing 
softly, | let him pull away. 


“Sorry.” | murmured. "Couldn't help myself." 


He groaned sleepily and rubbed his eyes, looking around with half-lidded eyes as he yawned. "Is anyone here 
yet?" He asked, looking back to me. 


| shook my head. "No, man. Just you and me so far." 


He grunted and snuggled further into my bare hold. | gladly held him. We were both still sticky from our little 
walk earlier. But it had cooled down a little with the sun having set. 


"This sucks." He murmured. 
"| know.." | said back. 
"Like Hell." 


| nodded again. Kissing his head and taking him properly into my arms. Little did | know, this was just the 
beginning of what we would all eventually call the Hell Tour. 


| just hoped the rest of the guys made it alright. 
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| woke up not breathing again Duff was shaking me and trying to coax air into my lungs by keeping my head 
tilted up properly. | forced myself to breathe. Looking around as my ragged, obvious breaths pierced the 
silence. | guess I'd fallen asleep sitting up and had my head go down 

"Are the guys here yet?" | asked after a moment, as if nothing had happened. 

Duff gave me a wary glance before shaking his head. "Not yet, man. | guess they had to walk 

Shitty." | squinted into the dark, staring up at the sky. "I kind of want a beer." 

‘Izzy, are you alright?" 

| shrugged. Slumping down and resting my head on my knees as | drew my legs to my chest. | was breathing 
regularly, but | was still kinda freaked out. Where would | be if | didn't have Duff there to wake me up 
everytime? | mean. I'd had girlfriends that just slept through my fucking huffing and panting, and others that 


freaked right out and called the ambulance. Causing a lot of questions | didn't want to answer, and a lot of 


suggestions to go to rehab for my ‘problem’ with opiates and other drugs. 

Yeah. 

Right. 

"Iz? Babe..?" 

"Huh?" | looked to Duff, his gaze on me unwavering and concerned. "Sorry, what'd you say?" 

| asked if you wanted to hit up a drug store or something. See what we can get for like zero dollars." 
| looked around at all the stuff around us. "What about our equipment?" 

| can g--" 


"No." | didn't even let him finish his sentence. Making his face scrunch up in surprise. "No." | repeated, mumbling 


the rest. "| don't want you to leave me." 


He gave me a sympathetic look. Wrapping his arms around me and holding me tight. | nuzzled into the crook of 
his neck and sniffled | wasn't crying. Not by a long shot. But there was a lot of emotion running through me, 
and | was kind of just waking up from sleeping in the streets. 


| hugged him back. Holding him tightly as | shifted to crawl properly into his lap. He pet my hair softly. 
"Are you sure you're okay?" He asked softly. 


"Yeah." | murmured, looking away. | was okay. Really. But | wanted to feel him closer. | felt kind of numb. But | 
wasn't going to tell him that. Especially not when his touch elicited little bolts of warmth up my body and 


minuscule sounds from my throat that | didn't even know | was making until Duff chuckled and kissed my neck. 
"I love you.” He whispered. | felt my throat close. "No matter what." 


| swallowed the lump in my throat and kissed him slowly. My tongue pleading entrance to his mouth and gently 
exploring once it got it. He kissed me back just as softly. His hands coming up to cup my head and run up my 
bare chest. | opened myself up to his touch. It was different. Unrushed. But | knew that he could sense the 
delicate state | was in even if | denied it. | just didn't know what in the fuck i would do without my beautiful 
blond on my arm. I'd gone way to deep with this. But i couldn't fucking stop. | loved him. Mind. Body. Soul. He 


was mine. And he owned me in the same fashion. 

| made a muffled noise against him as he began to run his hands down my back and rub at tired aching 
muscles and eventually to the waistband of my jeans. | just moved against him. Pushing him back against the 
concrete and kissing him more desperately. | had no idea what the hell | was doing. What | was trying to prove. 
But he reciprocated perfectly. Moving his hips up against me and gently easing both our pants down. 

| mewled into his mouth when he cupped my ass in hand. Fucking whimpered. There was no amount of 
smugness in his gaze as he pulled away to look at me. Though he had every right to be smug if he wanted to 
be. | looked up at him desperately. 

"Please." | whispered. 

"Please what?" He whispered back. 


"Love me.” 


He smiled softly at me. Nuzzling my face and kissing my cheek. "I do love you. | love you so much. You're the 


most important thing to me." 


Another lump got caught in my throat. He slid a finger down the crack of my ass and rubbed lightly at the 
muscle there. | sighed. Trying to rub back against him. | didn't fucking care that we were in the middle of the 


street. Right in front of a bar. It didn't matter. 

"Please." | repeated. Kissing across his jaw. 

He looked me over but briefly. | tried not to tremble. 

He spread me out and made me ride him right there on the sidewalk. It had been a while since | had done 
anything like that with anyone. But he'd prepped me as well as he possibly could with nothing but fingers, and 
spit as lube. 

We readjusted our pants after we'd finished. | sighed happily and curled back up into his arms. 

"Better?" He asked. 

| smiled sleepily. Nodding against his chest and purring. "Better." | agreed. 

"You gonna sleep?" 

| nodded. 


"lIl be right here, okay?" 


"Okay." | murmured. Wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him sweetly before pulling away and curling 


back up into his arms. 


For the first time ever, | fell asleep after an attack. And it just so happened to be lying down in the street of 
some unnamed town in the arms of the man | had fallen hopelessly in love with. 


It was strangely peaceful how he could make any place feel like home. 
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The second time | was to wake, it was to the sound of Axl shouting and hurried footsteps. | felt Duff jump, and 


| curled into him tighter. | didn't want to wake up. I'd just gotten comfortable. 


"We finally fuckin’ made it!" Axl exclaimed. | couldn't see him from my position in Duff's arms, but he sounded 


close. 
"Shhh." Duff hissed quietly, looking up. "I'm glad you guys made it. But keep it down. Iz is tryna sleep." 


Awwww. | felt special. Duffy was looking out for me. | made a little yawn and twitched. Causing Duff to look 


down at me a moment. 
"Well you better fuckin’ wake him up. We gotta head out like now. We've got a schedule to keep." 


| felt Duff shift slightly, then | was lifted. He cradles me to his bare chest. It must have been awkward for 


him, but he carried me. 

"Ax, he just fell asleep. Carry my shit and I'll take him. We'll jump a bus or something.’ 

If Slash or Steven had any doubts about us being together before now, I'm sure they were obliterated in that 
simple gesture. | simply held on tighter. Falling into a slightly deeper sleep. | vaguely felt him tilt my head to 


rest on his shoulder rather than in his neck so | could breathe better. 


| honestly couldn't put into words how much | loved this man. | never thought | would say it. You know. Say 
that | had fallen head over heels, in puppy love with another man. But here | was. 


| snuffled softly against Duffs shoulders. Slowly opening my eyes after a while. | had no idea what time it was. 
Or where we were for that matter. When my eyes open, | was met by the sight of a shirtless Slash carrying 
two guitars and an amp, and by some miracle still managing to smoke with his hands overfull. He flashed me a 
grin when he saw me move. 


"Hey there Sleeping Beauty, you finally thought to join the land of the living, eh?" 


| just groaned. | heard Duff laugh and felt his hand on my back. | slowly woke up from there. Rubbing my eyes 


and insisting | could walk myself and take my shit back. Axl was all too glad to hand it back. Playing Diva as he 


usually seemed to do now. 


| bummed a smoke off Slash. Finally taking a look around once the sleep was out of my eyes. We seemed to be 


just walking the streets of that town we'd wound up in 

"We're heading back to the highway." Steven said, | guess he saw me looking. "Gonna hitchhike from there." 

| gave him a thankful smile. Smoking in silence as | looked to the sky. The air was clear here. | could see all the 
stars and the misty band of the Milky Way. | sighed contentedly on my next breath out of smoke. | was quite 


pleased with this so far. | loved being outdoors. Axl always used to tell me in the most poetic manner; 


‘Jeff, youre a fucking gypsy soul. Outside is your playground OF course looking at the stars n' shits normal for you 
Not the least bit gay." 


| looked to Axl now. Finding him looking up in the same way | was. He looked at me an gave me a little smile. | 
knew he was thinking of the same thing | was. | slowly returned the smile. Looking to Duff thereafter and 
finding him watching me with some strange fascination illuminating his gaze. 

"What?" | asked, coming up alongside him. 

"Nothin." He murmured, giving me a smile. "Just tryna figure something out” 

My nose scrunched up. "What's that?" 

"You." He said simply, giving me another grin before turning away. Leaving me confused. 

Why was he trying to figure me out? What about me was he trying to figure out? He wasn't making sense. | 


pouted my lip and continued walking in silence. Trying to figure it out and in the process, figure out what Duff 
was figuring out. It didnt work so well. 
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| have no idea what time it was at. We were walking down the highway, thumbs hitched, shoulders hunched 
against the sudden rain that had hit us. We tried to protect our amps as best we could. We weren't sure if 
they were damaged, and wouldn't know until we got somewhere dry. But thank fuckity fuck that some dude 
decided to pick us all up. Some big truck driver. Axl and Slash sat up front. Steven, Duff and | all climbed into 
the cab and threw our stuff on the little space of floor so we could awkwardly share the bed. Stevie took top 
bunk and kept himself entertained. Leaving Duff and | to cram into the little bottom bunk | was tired again. And 
in need of a hit. But | wasn't sure how well the truck driver would like it if | just started injecting myself in his 
bed. So | ignored the slight tremors that wracked my hands and lay down on the gross ass mattress. 


Duff lay on his side behind me, not-so-subtly spooning me as he let his head rest on the pillow. His arm slung 
lazily over my stomach. He kissed at my ear, nibbling at the soft cartilage. | elbowed him gently and he laughed. 


"What? Don't feel like playing, babe?" He whispered. 

"The guys are all right there, man" | whispered back, a slight smirk creasing my lips. 

He hummed and kissed my neck. "I asked if you wanted to play, not if you wanted to fuck. Come on." 

"No, Duffy, not right now. Get some sleep before Slash and Axl wanna come back here." 

| could feel him pout as he nibbled a trail to my ear. "I bet Slash n' Axt'll spend their time playing.” 

"Babe, please." 

| knew | was fighting a losing battle. His hot breath in my ear and the slight whine he made was enough to 
make me turn around so our chests were pressed flush together. | smirked up at him. He just smiled like a kid 


on Christmas. 


"Hi." He grinned, kissing me softly. 


"Hi." | whispered back, returning the soft kiss. My heart thumped slowly in time to his tongue pressing to my 
lips. | hummed softly, my hands finding his bare back and rubbing gently. 


"Love you." He murmured as he pulled away a little. 


‘Love you too." | smiled. Still petting his back. He slung his leg over my hips and pulled me in closer with his 
legs. Hugging me tightly. 


| felt my eyes close. He was so unbelievably comfy to sleep with. | mean like actually sleep with. Just sleeping. 


No sexing. 


| nuzzled into his neck and he breathed in my hair. | couldn't imagine it smelled like roses or anything, but he 


seemed to enjoy it anyway. Continuing to nuzzle into me and kiss my skin lazily. 

"Gon' go to sleep." He mumbled against me. | chuckled and passed a hand through his hair. 
"tll be here." 

"| love you, lz" 


| smiled, still petting his hair. Those four words sending bolts of warmth all throughout me more than any 
drug could. | kissed his forehead. 


"I love you too, babe. Now go to sleep." 


He smiled and sighed happily before he snuggled down and got comfy. Within minutes, he was snoring softly. his 
hold on me staying just as tight as it had been when he'd been awake. 


It wasn't long before | felt and heard Steven shifting around on the bed above. His blond head popping down 
after a moment of rustling and creaking. | looking back at him, somewhat unsure. | was still somewhat wary of 
Steven. He was a good guy. But | didn't know him well. Duff had said he had a temper too. I'd yet to see it on 
the little happy go-lucky popcorn, but it was definitely something | appreciated being warned of. 

"Is he asleep?" 

| nodded, "Yeah, dude. He's out. Why?" 

| have a couple questions is all." 


| blinked. Watching as he bit off a ragged nail 


"Uh... Okay" 


"You two are like.. Uh." 

"Together?" | offered. 

"Yeah." He waved vaguely, "Sure, if that's what you wanna call it. Then sure. You two are together?" 

| nodded, petting Duff's head when he twitched. "Yeah." 

"Is it anything serious?" 

| hesitated. "Y.. Yeah. Its getting pretty serious." 

He nodded almost thoughtfully. Blond hair flopping all over the place. "You gonna take care of him?" 

My brows pulled together. | didn't understand where this line of questioning was going. "Yeah. Um. | guess." 
He gave me a long look. His usually smiling gaze oddly somber. | swallowed thickly. He just nodded, 


"Good" Was all he said before getting back into his own bunk. "Try to get some sleep, Stradlin. You're probably 
first pull for the front" 


| was so confused. | didn't understand what that had been all about. I'd have to ask Duff about it later. Looking 
him over, a smile pulled at my lips. Yeah. It was getting serious. | was seriously in love with him. | adored him 
endlessly. And curled up in my arms, albeit dirty and shirtless, he was beautiful. Easily the most beautiful 
living being | had ever laid eyes on. If only for the fact that he was mine. | kissed his forehead and smiled 


before resting my head and slowly closing my eyes. 


‘| love you, baby." | murmured. Closing my eyes before | could see his open as he looked at me. Though | did 


feel his lips slowly move against my neck. 
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| groaned softly as we hit a bump in the road. Slowly opening my eyes for what had to be the hundreth time 
to look over for Axl. Him and | had crammed ourselves into the top bunk on our seventh or so shift of 
shuffling positions in the truck. He was staring at the front of the cab with a plainly anxious look on his face. | 
sat up, he hardly looked over. 


"What the hell is going on?" | asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes with trembling hands. | felt so fucking 
dope sick it wasn't even funny. | needed to get well. But unfortunately, we had yet to stop. 


Axl finally looked back. His green eyes holding some intense emotion | couldn't even hope to name. 
"He keeps driving off the fucking road." He said, oddly calm for all that his eyes held. 
| sat up straight, looking to the cab. "Is he gonna pull over then?" 


Axl shrugged, looking to the cab again before shuffling around to lie down and rest his head in my lap. | sighed 
and stroked his hair. 


"Says he wants to stop in the next town" 

| sighed again, "And where's that?" 

"Dunno. Buttfuck, Oregon" 

"Well at least we're out of Cali.." | mumbled, letting my head rest back against the wall and immediately 
regretting it as we hit another bump. The vibrations rattling my already jarred body. | swallowed dryly and 
hoped to God that | wouldn't throw up. 

"Hey, asshole!" Steven yelled from the front, "Would you stay on your own side of the road, Goddamn!" 
"Sorry guys, l'm a little tired" The driver slurred, | could practically sense him rubbing his face. 


"No shit!" That was Duff, "Would you like one of us to fucking drive? You're gonna get us fucking killed” 


"No, no, I'm fine. We're almost there." 


Slash groaned from somewhere. "We fuckin’ better be." 

Axl shuffled a bit and curled right up in my lap. | looked down at him to find him looking up at me. 
"What?" | asked softly. 

"Just thinking." 

"About?" 


"--Hey, you fuckers okay back here?" Slash staggered through the hatch and into the back of the cab. Looking 


up at us through a sheet of greasy curls. 


Axl nodded and raised his arm to give him a thumbs up. As much as | loathed the interruption, | nodded as 


well. 
"Yeah man. Just hanging on for dear life, y'know." 


Slash laughed as he sat on the ladder. "You need to stop hanging around Duff, you're starting to sound like 
him... know?" 


| laughed and threw a cushion at him. "Shut the fuck up." 


Chuckling, he tugged a cigarette out of his pocket and lit it up. "lm just kidding, man. So anyway.. How is life in 
Fairy-ville, huh?" He squinted up at me and | rolled my eyes. 


"We're shitting rainbows, dude. It's fantastic." 

He chuckled and looked back down. "| assume you already got interrogated once, yeah?" 

"By Steven? Yeah. That was fucking weird. Why? Should | expect a slew of questions from you too?" 

"Yup." He grinned proudly and blew out a stream of smoke. "We wanna make sure you'll take care of our boy." 
"Your boy..2" It was more a statement than a question 


"Yeah, us and McDuffers go way back. Not as way back as you and Ax, but back enough. We had a few gigs 
we did together." 


"Oh." | said. | didn't know what else to say. 


‘| mean, not that we're like super protective of him or whatever. He can do what he wants. But if you're 


thinking of fucking him over the way we do with chicks, well." He rolled his shoulders, "Or if it threatens this 


band, you know, assuming this band ever fucking gets to any of our fucking gigs, then we will have some words 


for you, Isbell. And possibly a few broken bones to go with them." 
| nodded. Though | didn't really understand. 


"Look. Duff's just.. He's softer than the rest of us, ya dig? He might have grown up in the streets of Seattle 
and is definitely tougher around the edges than most of us, but he's also got a really big heart. And | know 
that sounds really fucking gay, but." 


"But you are talking to the gay guy, yeah, got it" | muttered. 


"And like | said, | don't care what you guys have going on, and | don't give a shit what he does or what you do 
or what any of us do. But -- Jesus fuck" 


Slash stumbled off the ladder. Burning himself with his cigarette as he went. | instinctively grabbed Axl and 
then the bar on the wall, and he clung to me. | could hear Steven and Duff shouting from the front. My heart 


raced as the truck lurched. | could only assume back on to the road. 


"Pull over!" Steven screamed. 
"Get the fuck off the road and let us out!" Duff. He sounded pissed And | don't fucking blame him. 


Slash slowly picked himself up off the floor, crawling towards the hatch to the front. "What the fuck just 
happened?!" 


‘lm sorry guys, l'm so sorry." The truck driver repeated over and over as he changed lanes and brought the 


truck over to the shoulder of the road. "Oh God, | don't know what happened there. Fuck. I'm sorry.” 


"You don't know what happened?!" Steven yelled, "I'll tell you what fucking happened, you just made someone 
take the motherfucking ditch! Let us the fuck out, man! Jesus fucking Christ!" 


Duff came back through the hatch as Slash went in. The pissed off look on his face was unmistakeable. He 


looked up at me, and though | could tell he was pleased to see me, he didn't say anything more than, 
"Out." 


| obeyed. Untangling myself from Axl and making my way out of the bunk to go grab our equipment. Duff took 
as much as he could and we all hopped out. | was finally able to see the damage that had been done. A little 
further down the road, a car had taken the ditch. the asphalt blackened where they'd initially hit the brakes 
and deep gouges in the loose gravel on the shoulder from where they'd hit. The car had rolled. And while one 


person had managed to get out, it was apparent there was someone still inside. 


Let's go before the cops show." Axl muttered, coming up beside me. | nodded. Unable to tear my eyes away 


from the scene. 


It was Slash that pulled me out of my staring. Coming up behind me and literally kicking me in the ass. Not 
hard, but it was enough to make me stumble. My centre of gravity was all fucked up with the shit | was 
carrying. While he and | giggled, Duff clearly didn't find it as amusing. 


"Would you two knock it the fuck off and go? Fuck. We still have a half hour fucking walk. Try not to make it 


any more unbearable than it's going to be." 


| gaped. Looking at Duff with wide eyes. He gave me the cold shoulder. | turned to Steven, he did the same. | 
shared a worried look between Axl and Slash. | quickly caught up to Duff, only by miracle matching his pace 
and gait. 


"Hey, is something wrong?" | asked. I'd never really been touchy feely with emotions. But he seriously had me 
worried. He'd never been like this. Not even when hed gotten angry at me that one day. 


He shrugged, "You mean beyond the fact that we ‘a’, almost died and ‘b' are probably going to miss all our 
shows? No. Nothing's wrong." 


| frowned, "Duff. We're all okay.. It's--" 
‘Its not fucking okay. Don't even fucking say that it is." 


| blinked. | hadn't been expecting that. "Duff--" 


"No. You don't fucking understand!" He stopped walking, turning to face me. The guys kept walking, though | 


could feel their gazes upon us. 
"Duff" 


"Shut the fuck up and listen to me!" He snapped, dropping his gear and grabbing me by the shoulders. He shook 
me and | stared. Frightened by his outburst. Raw emotion coursing through his veins and hitting me with his 
eyes as he stared back at me. "We almost fucking died, Izzy. We almost took to the fucking gravel the same 
fucking way that car back there did. That jackass almost rolled the fucking truck. You didn't fucking see it. The 


only reason we didn't crash is because Steven grabbed the Goddamn wheel. We. Almost. Died. You almost died” 


| swallowed thickly. His shaking me was not helping my delicate condition of needing my smack. | stared as he 
continued. 


"You could have fucking died, Izzy." His voice sounded broken. Raw. All his emotion that | could not name was 
washing over me in waves and | couldn't escape it. Tears pooled in his eyes and he hung his head. "You have no 
idea what you fucking mean to me. I've gone way too fucking deep in this shit and | can't get out of it. | love 
you, Jeff. | fucking love you. And you could have fucking died.” 


| finally realized what he was saying. Weakly, | reached up and put my hand on his. The other cupping his face 


to make him look at me. 

"Duff." | started, choking on my words when | saw the expression on his face. He refused to meet my gaze. 
"Duffy... Baby. Look at me." He didn't. | spoke anyway. "We're okay. /am okay. And I'm right here." He still refused 
to look up. His jaw working as he ground his teeth together. He took a shuddering breath, and | half expected 
him to start screaming again. "I love you." | said softly. "I love you, and I'm not going anywhere. | don't plan on 
dying any time soon." 

He stopped me with a kiss that made my knees buckle. He held me up as he ravished me. Kissing me despite 
the fact that all the guys were watching us with wide eyes. All tongue and teeth as he held me flush against 
him. 

‘lm in way to fucking deep." He mumbled against my mouth. | hummed vaguely. 

"If it makes you feel better, | am too." 

He shook his head and laughed without emotion. "Izzy.. We can't fucking do this." 

My gaze snapped up to him. "What?" 

He refused to look at me again. So | made him. Taking his chin and forcing him to look at me. 

"What did you just say?" | snapped. 

"We can't do this. | love you with all my heart. And | just.. | can't. | can't do it" 

| glared at him. "If you say ‘we need to take a break’ | will fucking kill you." | growled. 

‘Izzy. Please..." 

"No." | snapped, "Don't even fucking start. You got to have your little tyrade, so here's mine." 

| would move the sun and the stars for you. | would kill for you, Duff. | would do anything you asked of me. | 
have never felt the way | feel about you for anybody. | know you're scared that I'm not as serious about this 
as you are, but you know what? Just because | don't wear my heart on my sleeve doesn't mean | don't have 
one. | fucking love you. | love you, Duff. Do you understand that? We started this thing just as sex, but 
obviously it's become so much more. We've been at it what, almost a year now? Does that mean nothing to 


you?" 


"I stopped fucking chicks because of how much | want you does that mean nothing? You are my alpha and my 
omega. You are my light. You are my heroin, my one and only drug that | really fucking need. Because you know 


what? Being dope sick is nothing compared to what l'm feeling right now thinking that you don't want to be with 
me anymore. | need you like the fucking air | breathe. And without you, I'm nothing." 


"Yeah, we got a little too far into this compared to what it initially started out as. But you know what? | 
wouldn't change it for the Goddamn world. Because | need you. | love you. And I'm yours. Completely. Wholly. In 
every sense of the fucking word, yours. And if you tell me, right now, on the side of the road in the middle of 
this hell of a tour right after almost having been in a crash, that you want to leave me? | will never ever 


forgive you." 


| stopped and took a breath, finding that Duff was staring at me. Along with the rest of the guys. | blinked 
back my emotion and looked to the dirt. | took a shuddery breath and suddenly felt Duff's hand crooking under 
my chin to make me look at him. | gave him a sad look and he gave me a weak smile. Gently guiding my mouth 


to his once more. He whispered; 
"| love you so much, Jeffery Isbell, you don't even know..” 
| shoved back my tears and gently kissed him back before he pulled away. 


"Alright" Slash said, clapping his hands together. "If you two girls are done, we're gonna get this show on the 
road, yeah?" 


| laughed, nosing Duff's jaw before moving to grab my stuff. He chuckled and kissed my cheek before doing the 
same. | just hoped to God that that meant we were okay. That we were going to be okay. I'd gone way too far 
with this. | didn't know if I'd be able to handle the thought of losing him let alone the fact that he was going to 


ask if we could take a break. 


| wanted to cry. To beat my head against a wall and just wail. 


| decided right then and there that at our next resting place, | would have to talk to Axl. Little did | know, that 


he was thinking much the same about me. 


The next town we came to, we broke into a motel room. Smashing the handle right off the door and starting to 
unload our shit. There was one bed and a couple armchairs. Duff and | crashed on the floor while Axl and Slash 
elected to share the bed. | couldn't help but find it amusing. However, what wasn't so amusing, was having to 


listen to them all night. 


Axl moaned softly, and Slash tried to shut him up with a kiss. | pulled my pillow over my head in an attempt to 
drown them out. | heard Duff chuckle behind me. His hands rubbing soothing circles over my stomach. 


"Whatever you guys do." Steven mumbled from the chair above us. ".Don't start fucking. | don't know if | 


could take it" 


| laughed, looking up at him to see him huddled in blankets. Wincing everytime a new sound came from the bed. 


Duff kissed the back of my neck 

"You know, you could always join" Duff murmured 

What? Was he joking? | looked back at him and he laughed at me. 
"Not us" He clarified. Steven just winced harder 

"You want me to join them? Duff, lay off the fucking crack’ 


| was thinking more along the lines of going and finding a girl. But hey man, if you wanna get between those 
two, be my guest." 


Stevie pretended to throw up. "Yeah, how about no." He shifted around a bit. "But hitting a bar sounds like a 


welcome plan. Maybe some chick'll bring me home. Then you guys can all frollick and fuck your little dicks off." 


"Ooh, baby, there ain't nothing small about my man's dick" Duff laughed, grabbing my crotch pointedly. | 
squeaked. Steven retched, hopping off the chair and making his way toward the door. 


"lIl see you fags later." He murmured, giving us a salute then looking to the bed. Instantly regretting it, 
apparently. | wasn't sure what he saw. But | didn't particularly want to know either. 


It was almost as soon as the door was shut that Duff was on me. Pressing himself against my butt so | could 
feel how hard he was. | pushed back against him and sighed. 


| want you." He murmured, nibbling at my ear. 
"Obviously." | responded, leading his hand from my stomach and into my boxers. He hummed as he stroked me. 


| want you to fuck me." He continued, running his thumb over the head of my cock | moaned softly. "Fuck me 


hard.. Make me forget..." 

"Forget what?" | asked dumbly. 

"Everything." He whispered, sucking at my neck. | moaned softly, tilting my head and welcoming his kisses and 
moaning as he started biting. "Turn around" He growled. | quickly obeyed. Our crotches met and | moaned again. 


We ground against each other. | heard a moan from the bed. Or maybe it was from Duff. | wasn't sure. 


Duff reached behind me and squeezed my ass. | hummed and gripped a fistful of his hair. Pulling him up to me. 


| pulled away a little when a loud moan came from the bed. Poking my head up, | saw Axl. Face down, Ass up, 


and Slash just pounding into him. Duff bit me again and | was immediately drawn back to him. 
"Baby." He whispered, "Babe, | want you so bad." 


| reached down between us and gently stroked him through his boxers. Kissing him softly. "Then turn around." | 


murmured into his ear. "Turn around, babe. I'll take care of you." 


With a soft whine, he pulled away enough to shuffle around Pressing his ass against me and grinding hard. | 
groaned softly and ground back before peeling our boxers down Duff sighed as our skin met. | pushed his hair 
away from his neck and kissed him softly. He whined and ground against me harder. | ran my hand up his 
stomach and eventually cupped his face. | pressed my fingers against his lips. 


"Open up, babe." | murmured, kissing him again. He slowly parted his lips, his tongue tentatively coming out to 
touch my fingers. He suckled softly. Humming and moaning around my fingers. | added a third. Stretching his 
mouth and lips. He mewled as he pressed back against me again | pulled my fingers from his mouth, 
immediately moving to start prepping him. 

It wasn't until he was begging that | removed my fingers and replaced them with my cock. The noises from 
the bed got even louder. Springs creaking and the headboard hitting the wall. | almost laughed at the thought 
that we were supposed to be laying low. Axl's whoreish moans filled the room. Duff shifted around so that we 
were in a more comfortable position One that would allow me more access to his tight heat: 

| thrust slowly into him. He pushed back onto me. Making a noise with each thrust. 

‘Iz. Izzy... Ah.. Ah.! Iz!" 


| pulled him back on each thrust. One hand weaving up to pinch his nipples, making him moan. My hand roamed 
back down, and | took his length in hand. | puffed into his ear. Already so damn close. 


"Duff. Duff" | cried out as | filled him with my seed. Milking all | could from my orgasm and rushing to bring 
his on. He thrust into my hand. Needy noises escaping his throat. 


He came shortly after than point. Tensing against and around me and moaning loudly. | held him against me as 
he panted. Kissing his sweaty neck and chest. Nuzzling his hair and licking at his skin. 


'| love you." | breathed, my focus on him effectively drowning out the coital noises from the bed. | nibbled at 


Duff's ear. "I love you so much." 
Duff nuzzled into my neck. | heard him sniffle, though he wasn't crying. 
"| love you too, baby.." He murmured, cuddling me softly. 


"Promise me you'll stay with me?" | whispered. 


"| promise." 
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Steven banged on the bathroom door. Voicing the impatience that he, | and Duff all felt. We had decided to take 
turns showering before we left. Slash and Axl had gone first, saying they'd shower together to conserve 
water. Well. Turned out their version of conserving water means taking a shower that lasts three times as 
long and fucking like animals. My jaw dropped a bit when more of Axl's whoreish moans seeped through the 
closed door. Fuck. You'd think Slash was murdering him. 


"Hey! Can you please hurry up?! We've got like half an hour and the jig's up and | would really like to fucking 


shower!" Stevie snapped, pounding on the door again. 
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Slash! Fuck! Oh my go-- oh." 


Duff kicked at the door absently. "He sounds like a bitch in heat" He mumbled before knocking on the door. 


‘Seriously! Do you guys even know what a shower's for? Quick bathing. Not two hour long fucks!" 


| cocked my head to the side and continued to stare. | honestly didn't know what to make of the fact that this 
was the second time in less than tweny-four hours that Slash and Axl had gotten it on without regard to us 
being present. 

Steven sighed dramatically. "I can't listen to this shit anymore. l'm going to bathe in the sink. Have fucking fun" 
He grumbled, making his way to the little kitchenette. 


| scowled and scrubbed at my face. "Can we break into a second room?" | asked. "This is getting fucking 


ridiculous." 


Duff looked ready to respond when suddenly the water stopped on the other side of the door. We both looked 
hopeful. We were both so dirty, sticky and gross and fuck, we wanted to fucking shower together. Seeing as 
how we hadn't since well before the little hell tour had started. | stepped back when | heard bodies shuffling. 
Squinting when the door opened and ending up staring at the floor when Slash came strutting out unabashedly 
nude with a towel holding his hair. Axl following close behind with a towel around his hips. The latter was 


humming a merry little tune, and | wanted to smack him. 


"Thank you for finally finishing!" Duff exclaimed, starting into the bathroom. | followed. 


"Don't thank me, thank Slash." Axl chuckled 

| gagged, shoving Duff into the bathroom and shutting the door behind us. He looked down at me with a smile 
"Can | undress you?" He asked. 

| bit back my laughter. "Absolutely not" | said, unable to help my sarcasm. 

He pouted, "What, you going to make me beg?" 


Now there was an idea. | raised an eyebrow at that, slowly mulling it over. "Yes." | finally said "Yep, you better 
beg." 


Duff gave me some kind of look | couldn't describe it. But it was a look that told me I'd just done exactly what 
he'd been hoping for. He slowly sunk to his knees in front of me. Hands going to my thighs and pulling my hips 
to his face. He placed a tentative kiss to the zipper of my jeans. 


"Please, baby?" He purred, his voice going up slightly in pitch as he begged. "Please let me undress you. Let me 
see your beautiful body.. Let me worship you." He nuzzled my crotch. | felt myself stir. 


"Please..?" He breathed, hot air filtering through and impressing upon the slowly tightening denim. 


| pet his head softly. Fingers filtering through greasy blond hair. | watched him a moment longer. Nuzzling and 
kissing at my crotch and cooing softly as | rose to the occasion 


He looked up at me with those wide perfect eyes and | loosed a contented sigh. Closing my eyes and tilting my 
head back, he took it as unspoken permission. Working my button and fly open and slowly making his way back 
up to his feet. Not missing the chance to kiss at my cock and stomach on his way. He pulled my shirt off and 
stood up straight in one fluid motion and | hummed. Pleased when he pulled me closer. He kissed me as he 
tugged my jeans and boxers down. | got to work undressing him. Unsurprised to find him half-hard. Not that it 
made that much a difference. We weren't going to have enough time to do anything but shower. But drawing 
shit out for extended periods of time proved to be excellent foreplay. 


| always came so fucking hard after having a buildup of a few hours. 


He hummed into my mouth, lazily stroking my cock as his tongue ran over mine. | moaned softly. He kissed my 


cheek. 
"Come on, baby. Let's wash up." He smacked my ass lightly. | purred and kissed his chin. 


"Mmh, sounds good" | murmured, looking him over with half-lidded eyes. | let him guide me to the shower. 


Watching as he set it up to the right temperature, | took his hand as | gingerly stepped in. 


"You good?" He asked softly, giving me a small smile. | nodded, returning his smile before wrapping my arms 
around him and holding him a moment. Returning the hug, he and | stood there a moment just like that. 
Wrapped in each other's arms and letting the water rain over us. 

Eventually we did have to shower though. Duff's touch as he bathed me was soft as it was welcome. Running 
the little bar of hotel soap over my body and lathering me up. | raised my arms and caught his gaze as his 
hands went up my sides. He smiled at me and | smiled back. Unable to help myself. 

"Duff?" | asked softly. 

"Mmn?" 

| hesitated a moment. Doubting my want to ruin the perfect moment with my questions. 


"Why did you want to take a break?" 


He visibly hesitated. Looking lost for a moment, like a deer in headlights. He turned away from my gaze. His 
hands falling to his sides. 


"Do we have to talk about this now?" 


"We might not get another chance" | murmured, stepping forward a little and taking the soap from his hands 
so | could start to do him. 


He sighed. Still not looking at me as | touched him. 
'Izzy.. Look.. | really don't wanna talk about this right now.’ 
"| do." | said softly, my hands going over his stomach. 


‘Izzy, no." He said firmly, taking my hands in his and finally meeting my gaze. "I don't want to talk about it. | 
was wrong. Okay? That's it. That's all. H's in the past and done with." 


| chewed my lip. "If you're having doubts...” 


"Jesus Christ, lz. No. You want to fucking know what happened? Slash and Steven kept bugging me. They told me 


things and put ideas in my head and l'm really fucking sorry, but | was wrong. Now can we move the fuck on?" 
| swallowed thickly. Slowly pulling my hands from his grip, | looked down. "Okay." | murmured, "Okay fine." 


But it wasn't fine. | couldn't fucking believe that he would just believe whatever bullshit he was told without 
coming to me first. | couldn't believe that Slash and Steven were trying to come between us like that. Going to 


Duff and filling his head with lies and coming to me to fill my head with absolute bullshit. Asking me questions 


on whether or not I'd take care of Duff. Fuck. | would take better care of him than that: 
"Duff?" | asked timidly. 

"Yeah?" He sighed 

"You still love me?" 

He laughed, his hands sliding up my arms and to my sides. "Always" He chuckled, capturing my lips in a tender 
kiss. "Always, babe. | know that's a crazy step, but its the truth. If you're not ready for it, then okay. But just 


know that | am. | do." 


| smiled softly against his lips, giving him a tiny peck "Mightn't be able to say it" | mumbled, telling him the 
absolute truth. "But yeah. Same." 
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The sun was high in the sky by the time we finally left. Only just managing to evade the housekeeping staff via 
the one window in the room. We took the complimentary coffees along with all the towels and leftover soaps. 
By around noon, Slash had tied a towel around his head and Steven had taken one to wipe at his face and any 
other dripping part of his body. It was another ungody hot day and | wished it would rain. Unfortunately, | 
realized, looking up at the bright and clear sky, it wouldn't. 


We stopped for lunch at some store. Steven and Duff went in and stashed as much as they could into their 
pockets. They managed to grab a couple bags of chips, some Coke, a bag of jellybeans, and Duff had bought a 
pack of community smokes. We sat out front as we mowed out on our first meal of the past couple days. 


Feasting like kings on our stolen grub. 


It wasn't until it was gone that we all lamented. Sluggishly taking a cigarette from the pack that Duff offered, | 
lit up and slouched. Casting an all-observing glance over the place. | still didn't know where the hell we were. 
But apparently we were somewhere on the Southside of Oregon. I'd never spent much time in the state. Indiana, 
yes. California, yes. Gone out of country to Mexico, hell yeah. But anywhere else was sort of foreign to me. I'd 


been to New York once, and that was about as far as I'd gotten in exploring the country. 


| watched as some lady pushed a stroller out across the street. The baby inside was standing and holding onto 
the bar in front of it as it sucked on its pacifier. | briefly wondered how it didn't fall and crack its head open 
before | looked away. Finding Duff looking me over with some odd dreamy look to his eyes. | gave him a vague 
smile and continued looking around. My gaze fell upon Steven, who was lounging atop his drum cases. Next upon 
Slash, but he was curled up on the pavement, using a couple of the stolen towels as pillows. And lastly upon 


Axl. The singer slowly looked up to meet my gaze. 


His head slowly cocked to the side and he looked me over. | understood the silent plea in his emerald eyes as 


they held mine. | cleared my throat and made some lame excuse to leave. 

"| uh, gotta run in to use the bathroom" 

| left. Knowing that no one believed me. And not particularly caring. | knew Axl would make his similar excuses 
soon, and we would meet inside. | felt Duff's curious gaze on me as | made my way into the store. Doing 
everything in my willpower not to look as suspicious as | felt. Though it didn't exactly work. And | had several 


sales attendants following me around the store until | locked myself in the bathroom. 


| sat on the toilet and twiddled my thumbs as | waited. Hopping up to unlock the door only once | heard the 


familiar notes of mine and Axl's "secret knock" from childhood. The very same one he would use on my window 


during the nights he needed to escape from home. 

Axl slowly slipped into the small room. Awkwardly and unintentionally entangling himself with Izzy. Izzy pressed 
his back against the small countersink and waited patiently for the redhead to sort himself out. Once he was 
finally ready, | broke the silence. 


"So..? What's the problem? Troubles in Axl-topia?" 


"Shut the fuck up, Isbell” He grumbled, fingers anxiously toying with his necklace. "I need to talk to you about 
Duff. And then about Slash." 


| raised an eyebrow. "Okay, shoot." 
He chewed his lip a moment before answering. "You and Duff.. Are you two..2" 
"Uh, | thought it was pretty obvious we were fucking. Just saying." 


"No, shut the fuck up and let me finish." He growled, hitting my chest. "Are you two happy? Like.. Comfortable 


n shit?" 


| paused a little at that. Taking a moment to think it over. "Yeah. We're happy. And | mean, we live together, 


man. Of course we're comfortable..." 


"No, no." He rushed, an almost fevered look taking over his face as he looked up at me. "Are you two 


comfortable? Like.. Being gay. Having the guys know. All that kind of shit." 
| frowned a bit. A little more than lost. "Um... Yeah. Why's that?" 


He looked down. A thoughtful expression pulling his brows down and his lips into a thin line. He finally looked 
back up at me, a determined fire burning in his eyes. 


"How?" He asked, "How do you do it?" 


| was somewhat taken aback by his question Okay. More like really taken aback. It was so odd. Was he asking 
me how | was comfortable in my own skin? This was the kind of question to ask a fucking therapist. Not me. | 


sighed softly and ran a hand through my hair as | tried to think about it. 


"| don't know, man, | just.. | just don't care. Like, you're asking how | can go on with Duff despite the opinions of 
other people, right?" He nodded slowly. | continued, "And | don't really know how to answer that, man. Honestly. | 
just don't care about what other people think. | mean, so far no one's really said anything bad." | left out the 
part about Slash and Steven's prying and trying to break us up. "But even if they were to do that, I'd just 
ignore it. | love Duff. | know that probably sounds really fucked up, and trust me, | know it does. But | love him. 


And because of that, | don't give a shit what other people have to say or think because /am happy. And | 
know that Duff is happy. And other people can fuck off and go piss on someone who gives a damn" 


Axl looked thoughtful again. Soaking in all | said like a sponge as his eyes flickered across the dirty floor. 
Obviously he was trying to organize his thoughts. When he finally looked back up, he wore an eerily serene 
expression for all the worry he was giving off. 

| think I'm starting to fall for Saul" He said softly. 

| managed a smile, "Good l'm glad." 

"But he's not you." 

Fuck. 


| looked away with a sigh. "Bill. We can't-" 


"-Pretend we're kids anymore," He finished for me. "Yeah, | get it. But Jeff, you and | both know those feelings 


will never go away. You were my first.” 

| closed my eyes. "Yeah... | know." 

He reached up and gently cupped my face, stroking my cheek with his thumb as he looked me over. Strangely 
gentle. Rarely was he so gentle. It was one of the reasons | think we fell apart. Even if | couldn't outwardly 
admit to it, or even realize it all the time, | needed gentle every now and again. | briefly met and held his gaze. 
A small smile graced his lips and he leaned up to plant a chaste kiss to my lips. | sighed 

‘lm with Duff" | said softly, gently pulling him away from me. Watching as his shoulders slumped slightly. 

"| know." 

"If you think you can make it work with Slash, then | say go for it. You have my blessing, dude." 

He smiled faintly. "I'll see if | can make it work. Not butcher it like | did with us." 

"William... That wasn't all you." | said quietly. "We both changed... 

"We wanted things we couldn't provide each other." He looked up with another sad smile. "I already know all this, 
Jeffy. No need to repeat it. | just.. | wanted to let you know about Slash. Let you know that | think I'm ready to 


start letting you go." 


| managed a warm smile. "Good. It's about time.” | murmured. 


He paused, eyes searching the floor again. “Im not sure about it though. 
"About what?" 

"Being okay with it." 

| wet my lips and slowly looked him over. | really wasn't qualified for this. 


Ill come to you." | murmured, giving him an awkward hug. "Honestly, Bill. Just give it time and for the love of 
God, take it slow. | mean, you're already fucking. But don't get in over your head." 


He gave me an impish grin. "Me? Get in over my head? Never." 


We finally hit the road again sometime around six once the sun had gone down. Slash lamented about having 
missed a show. Duff seemed to be trying to remember where we were as he looked around. Despite the fact 
that all that surrounded them was highway. Axl walked with his thumb hitched and | did my best not to fall 
over. It had cooled down at least, with the sun setting. But after all this walking, | was exhausted, as | imagined 
the others were as well. 


We debated stopping on the side of the road to sleep. But just as we were about to set our shit down, we 
were rescued by two gorgeous angels. Two ladies piloting an RV and heading North toward St. Helen's. | could 
have kissed both girls on their pretty pink cheeks. But instead | settled for finding the bed and spreading out to 
rest. Listening as Stevie sat up front to play and get and give more details for the trip. He was hardcore 


flirting. But he'd already gotten them to stop in Portland to drop us off. 

Duff joined me in the bed after a little while. | wrapped my arms and legs around him and clung like some kind 
of greasy koala Purring, he wound himself around me in return. Nuzzling into my neck and inhaling deeply. We 
lay in silence for a moment. Listening to the steady sound of tires on asphalt and the noises from the other 
guys as they made themselves comfortable in the vehicle. 

"So what did you and Axl talk about?" Duff finally asked, successfully breaking the silence. 

| groaned and shifted a bit so | could look up at him. "It was nothing." | mumbled, planting a tiny kiss on his chin 
He frowned, "You can't tell me?" 

"Well | could, but | doubt you'd really wanna hear it" 


"You're not leaving me for him, are you?" He asked, completely serious. 


Aw.. | nuzzled into his chest, squeezing him tighter. "Of course not, babe. | love you. And anything Bill and | had 
hasn't survived to adulthood, so you don't have anything to worry about." 


"You sure about that?" 


"Positive." | said firmly, looking up at him again. | wasn't sure if | really wanted to get into details on how Axl 


was changed from the sweet boy he used to be and how | just couldn't handle his manic behaviours. 


"Just as long as you're not lying to me." He murmured, letting his head rest against the pillow as he planted a 


soft kiss in my hair. 
‘lm not. Honestly, babe. | love you so much." | moved the inch to kiss his lips. "I love you, and only you." 


He hummed contentedly and kissed me back. He opened his mouth to say something more, but | silenced him 
with yet another kiss. Rolling him properly onto his back and climbing on top of him. | held his shoulders down 
and clung to his torso with my legs as | sat on his chest. 


"Whatever you're thinking, stop. | love you. Only you. You're mine." | nibbled at his earlobe, suckling softly at the 
sensitive flesh. "So don't you worry your pretty little head." 


He hummed again and ran his hands up my back. Returning my fervent kisses and readily accepting my 
roaming tongue and wandering hands. Instantly | was reminded of our shower session that morning and how it 
hadn't gotten very far. | groaned softly and rolled my hips against him. He mewled and reciprocated the action 
| had an intense desire to fuck him. Right then. | had no qualms about fucking in some stranger's bed. And | 
knew he didn’t either. He tilted his head back as | kissed along his neck, only just suppressing his noises. 

| made a noise of my own when | heard someone clear their throat from behind us. My eyes widened a little 
and | looked down at Duff to see him looking at our interrupter through half-lidded eyes. His cheeks still 
pleasantly tinted pink 


"Uh, can we help you, miss? l.. Now | know what this looks like, but | can assure you we weren't" 


"Fucking in my bed?" The girl offered. It was the one with the dyed pink hair and the piercings. She was kind of 


cute, in a really punk way. 
"Uh, yeah, that.” 


"Oh, you can go ahead" She said, standing straight and looking on with some sort of awe etched across her 


face. "| don't mind." 
"Um." 
"Oh! You probably don't, um, want me to watch, uh.. Do either of you like girls at all?" 


| looked up at Duff and we shared a look. | was starting to get curious. | loved Duff to death. | wanted nothing 


but him. But this was looking more and more promising. Shaking it up might've been exciting. And | knew he was 


thinking it too. | looked back up over my shoulder and have her a winning smile. 
"We both do: | said, hoping to draw her in. "We just um, like each other too’ 
"That's so hot." She breathed. 

Bingo. 


Duff chewed on his lip and arced his back while simultaneously spreading his legs to show himself off. He 
moaned softly and threw his head back. Putting on a show. 


Whore. 


| kissed him deeply and reveled in the tiny mewls he fed me. He raised his hips to mine and moved in tiny 
circles. | felt the bed depress next to us, and looking over | saw the girl watching us with wide eyes. She still 
had all her clothes on. Deciding that we couldn't have that, | looked to Duff and he smiled, nodding in 
understanding before | rolled off him. 


Sandwiching the girl between us, | teased her shirt off as Duff reached up to cup her breasts and peel her 
bra off. She whimpered softly as he tweaked her nipples. Her legs pressing tightly together. | bit my lip as | 
moved lower, already aware that I'd find her wet, and looking forward to it. Duff's lips met hers as he undid 
the button and zip on her jeans. | pushed them down to her knees and cupped her ass. Kneading softly, | kissed 
the back of her neck. 


She writhed against us. Trying to push forward against Duff and trying to rock back against me as my fingers 
began to wander toward her most precious of areas. Duff already had his dick out. Had | ever mentioned what 


a fucking whore he is? Rushing this shit. Jeez. 


His hips slowly rocked toward the girl's as his lips sought mine from over her shoulder. He moaned as he 
kissed me and rubbed his cock over her slick folds. The desperation that rolled through him hit me as he 
whimpered. Fucking whined as he reached one hand out to pull me closer. Successfully trapping my still clothed 
erection against this girl's ass. | groaned softly. She purred and ground back against me. Duff moaned 
obscenely. | could only imagine what would happen if someone were to walk in on us right then. But fuck it was 
so hot. Seeing Duff so overwhelmed.. Don't get me wrong, the chick was fucking hot as hell too. But | didn't 
even know her name. Seeing Duff. My Duff in such a state? It was almost enough to make me blow my load 
right in my pants. 


| thrust my tongue into Duffs mouth, | needed more. As great as watching him was, | was still trapped. Unable 
to touch myself. Unable to get any kind of relief unless it was given when this girl pushed back the slightest, 
or Duff's thrusts stuttered bad enough to hit me. 


| rolled over top the girl and brought her up with me. Duff made a noise and crawled out from under her. She 


fell forward a little, breathing hard as she looked back at me. On her hands and knees, | put a hand on her 
back. 


"Stay like that, sweetheart." | purred, swallowing thickly and looking to the ceiling as | fought with my belt and 


Jeans. 


| felt Duff's hungry gaze on me as he rearranged himself. | could hear him talking to the girl. Looking down, | 
saw her petting her hair and gently guiding his length to her pretty stained-red lips. She hummed around him 
and | bit my lip to swallow my moan. Coming up behind her, | ran my hands over her ass. She hummed again 
and arced her back to stick that nice round ass out at me. Swallowing past my dry throat, | ran my middle 
finger down until | was stroking her folds again. Gently seeking out her clit and welcoming the warm rush that 


came when she let out a throaty moan. Duff groaned, trembling as he struggled not to fuck into her mouth. 


"lz, do that again.." He breathed, "She fuckin’ likes it" He looked down at her with a grin. "Ain't that right, 
beautiful?" 


She moaned again and nodded, going back to happily sucking his cock. Wriggling as she tried to get my ghosting 
fingers to give her the friction she desired. Chuckling softly, | made slow circles over the little bundle of 
nerves. Alternating pressure as | aligned myself with her dripping cunt. Though she missed the attention my 
fingers had been giving her, the moan she made when | thrust my cock in was almost criminal. It was almost 


lucky that she had Duff to keep her mouth occupied. 


Speaking of. | lifted my head to look at my blond angel and almost came. | could tell he was close. And if it were 
me sucking his cock, I'd be pulling away and getting gentler to draw him out and make him suffer. Of course. 
The girl didn't know the signs though. The slight tremor of his leg. The gentle and continuous roll of his hips. 
The way his breath hitched and his moans picked up in pitch so that he was practically whimpering and whining 
in need. 


He came and a soft wounded noise passed my lips as | watched him. | aimed to finish the girl off before 
myself. Pulling her up so her back was flush against my chest as my other hand wandered down to stroke her 
sensitive clitoris once more. She came with a stutter of her hips and a long drawn out moan. 


With a blissed out expression, she slowly pulled away from me. She didn't seem to notice my erection still 


straining between my thighs as she pulled away from the bed She blew Duff a kiss and sent me a wink. 
"Thanks, boys. You sure know how to treat a girl right." 

| laughed, crawling over to Duff. He wound his arm around me and kissed my forehead. The girl hummed to 
herself as she went about finding her clothes and getting dressed. Soon leaving us to ourselves. Duff was still 
lost in his post-orgasm bliss. | was still raring to go. | bumped against him and he looked down with a raised 


brow and sly grin 


"Can | help you?" 


"I think you're the only one that can" | murmured, sucking at his neck. He chuckled softly, stroking my side. | 
groaned softly. "Don't tease me, babe. | need you." 


"Mmm, say that again and maybe I'll consider helping you." 


| whimpered, grinding against his thigh. "Baby, please.. | need you so bad. | want you... Please, baby. Please." | 
kissed along his throat and jaw, whispering my tiny pleas. 


| would have felt ridiculous if not for the fact that | literally would not be able to put off another sexytime 
even if | had wanted to. And | didn't fucking want to. 


He giggled as he shifted around to lay on his side. Facing me, he captured my lips in a fierce kiss. His hand 


coming out to prod my aching member. He stroked me slowly. | rut into his hand. 


"That's right.." He murmured between kisses. "You fuck yourself on me like the good slut you are.” | whined, his 
sinful tongue and honeyed words eliciting small moans from somewhere in the back of my throat. His raw voice 
continued, even as his strokes became quicker. My hips snapped up, my breath coming in quick pants. "That 
whore wasn't good enough for you, was she?" | whined needily. "Yeah, that's what | thought. No one else could 
possibly satisfy you. No one else could make you come.. You know why?" He bit at my neck, sharp teeth 
splitting the sensitive skin | moaned loudly, so fucking close. | burrowed my face into his neck. 


"Why?" | breathed, panting hard as | thrust hard into his hand. 


"Because you're mine.’ He growled. "Mine and mine alone. And no one can make you come but me. You belong to 


me. 

| cried out as | came, meeting his heady gaze as he milked me for all | was worth. | felt as though the high 
would never end. Jolts of red hot pleasure striking me over and over again as | gasped and rocked and spilled 
myself all over both our stomachs and his hand. 

Whimpering when he pulled his hand away, | burrowed further into his neck Throwing my arms around him and 
holding on tightly. | still struggled to even out my breathing. Duff chuckled as he nuzzled my hair. Stroking my 
back, he planted a few kisses on my forehead. 


"You okay?" He asked, a hint of teasing in his tone. 


| weakly looked up at him, giving him a smile. "Fantastic." | replied before nuzzling back into the crook of his 


neck and kissing weakly at the skin 
"Good." He purred, holding me tightly as we lay there tangled. 


My eyes felt heavy, and Duff's body felt warm. Snuggling into him, | fell into silence and heavy breathing. We 


remained like that for some time. Both of us resting, but neither of us sleeping. After some time, Duff shifted 
and spoke up. 


"What you thinking about?" He asked softly. 


| hummed and stretched contentedly. "How we have another four hours to kill on this drive." | murmured, 


kissing him sweetly, "Wanna get started?" 
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We thankfully made it to Portland in one piece. The girls dropped us off and the one left Steven with the 
address they'd be at in St. Helen's and the other left Duff and | with a phone number "to call if we ever 
wanted a repeat". | doubted we'd call, but it was so worth the surprised looks we got from the rest of the 


guys. Axl looked like he wanted to ask, but he didn't. 


We got picked up by Duff's friend at some bus stop that the two apparently knew as their own sort of secret 
code. He had some weird name, not that | was one to judge.. Or that any of us were for that matter. Slash, 
Duff, Axl, and Izzy. The only normal name among us was Steven, and that wasn't even his real fucking name 
either. He was real rice, despite appearances. He was just some scrawny skinhead punk full of piercings, what 


hair he had was dyed blue. 


We all clamoured into the back of his truck, Duff and | sat up front. Duff so he could talk to his friend, Rover 
or Roger or whatever the fuck. | sat up front because | was the only fucking one of us that could read a map, 


so | was gonna navigate the way back to Seattle. 


"Aw, Duff, man.. You've missed so fucking much since you've been gone. You grew your fuckin’ hair out too. 
Shit looks fuckin’ gay. You look like such a chick." His friend laughed, teasing good-naturedly with an arm thrown 
around my boyfriend's shoulders. | couldn't help the spike of jealously that ran me through even with Duff's 


hand squeezing mine reassuringly. 


"I know, man, | know. | can't be fucked to cut it though." Duff chuckled, his arm creeping around my waist as | 


tried to busy myself with the map. 
"Oil Keith, mate. Where the fuck we going?" 


| gave the kid an unamused look. He'd taken to alternating between Keith and Mick for my name, claiming that | 
was not a member of my actual band, but the long lost other guitarist of the Rolling Stones. 


"Turn left at the next next intersection" | said, finger trailing down the roadmap. "Itll take ya out to the 
highway." 


"Cool. Thanks, man. So as | was saying, Duff. You missed a-fucking-lot. Fuckin’ Don's got a kid." 


"No shit!" Duff exclaimed, "Who's the lucky mom?" 


"Sandy." 


"What?!" Duff practically jumped in his seat, pulling my away from the map and drawing my surprised gaze. 
"You're fucking kidding me! He fucked her? Wasn't she like.. Diseased?" 


"Don woulda fucked a Goddamn pole if it had a pussy.’ 
"Point taken." 
"So what about you, man? You got settled down there in the fuckin’ golden glow of Hollywood?" 


"You could say that" He grinned, casting a sideways glance at me. | met his look with a vague smile. "Got an 


apartment in the city." 
"What about chicks? You whoring around, or you got one good one?" 


"Nah, man. | did for a while, whored around | mean. Was engaged for a while, but she fucked around and | ended 


it. Whored around again and now l'm settled" 
"Aw, that's sweet, man. What's she like?" 
"Um." 


Duff's friend gave him a confused look before he took the left I'd told him to take. | kept ever quiet, unsure 
just what would happen once the truth was out. Apparently our hand holding got noticed though because the 
guy smacked his forehead like he had a great epiphany. 


"You coulda just fuckin’ said something, jackass!" He said, looking at us both before looking back to the road. 
"Can't say l'm fuckin’ surprised you're settled down with another guy though. And hey, at least you don't have 


to worry about knockin’ him up." 


| laughed softly, Duff grinned. "True ‘nough." He muttered. "So what the fuck else have | missed? It's been like 
two years or some shit. What else's happened? How's the gang?" 


"Good, man, good" His friend spoke easily as he drove, head bumping back against the duct-taped headrest. 
"Everyone's been real chill, bummed the fuck out that you left. We don't have the same groove, man. We keep 
getting back together and going our separate ways then getting back together again. Its worse than dating in 
fuckin’ high school, but what can ya do?" 


Duff laughed softly. "What about Jace?" He asked, seemingly lost in old memories. "He still jamming with the 


group? Last | heard he was out for good." 


"Uhh." His friend hesitated, a troubled look passing over his face. "Well, he's definitely out for good." 


Something in his tone drew both my attention and Duff's. Duff looked nervous as he tried to catch his friend's 


gaze. 
"What's that supposed to mean?" He asked carefully, "Rog.. What the fuck happened to Jason?" 
Roger's nostrils flared in his agitation | thought for a minute that he was going to cry. 


"He fuckin’ died, man. OD'd.." 


Duff wore his horror on his sleeve. The pain and heartbreak and flat out fear all creeping across his face as 
his eyes widened and his lips parted ever so slightly in silent words, no doubt he was trying to reason with 
himself, trying to convince himself that it wasn't true. 


"On what?" He asked, though he sounded as if he already knew. 


"What else?" Roger scoffed, "Fuckin' heroin. The shit's been going crazy since you left. Like, more so than since 


before you left." 


Duff pulled his hand from my hold so he could hold his head and wipe at his eyes. Empathizing with hin, | 


rubbed gentle circles over his back, looking up at Roger with a weary expression. 


"I'm sorry, man" The blue-haired man said sadly. "We were gonna try and come get you for his funeral, but 


we had no idea where you were." 


Duff shook his head, lip trembling as he looked back up. "It's fine." He said quietly and | knew that it was 


anything but. "Its over now, | guess." 


"We managed to sneak a picture of the gang into his casket.” Roger said fondly. "Convinced his family to have 


the funeral all casual-like.." 


"He wouldnt've had it any other way." Duff said quietly, smiling weakly despite being close to tears. | felt 


horrible just seeing him so broken up. 


It wasn't until we reached Roger's place that | was able to properly comfort my lover. He tried to go straight 
to bed and block everyone out, the depression hadn't left him the entire drive and | felt like absolute shit. | 
knew exactly how he was feeling. I'd seen so many fucking people, some really close to me, lose themselves to 
the fucking drug. As much as heroin was my friend, | knew that it would one day be my own death. I'd initially 
started using because it was the fun thing to do. It wasn't a choice anymore. Either | used or | got sick. 


"Baby?" | called quietly, knocking on the door as | brought him a plate of mac and cheese that Roger's girlfriend 


had thrown together for all of us. "Can | come in?" 


| didn't so much get a response as | did see him roll over and face me, his cheeks tear-stained and his hair 


dishevelled. 
| brought you some supper." | said softly, sitting down on the edge of the waterbed. 
‘lm not hungry." He mumbled, pulling the scraggly-looking blanket up over his head again 


| set the plate down on the end table with a sigh before | crawled into the bed, being ever so mindful of the 
patches that the bladder seemed to be made of. | managed to squeeze into the blanket with him, my arms 
circling his waist and my legs tangling with his. He hissed when my cold feet met his warm ones. When | went 
to pull away, he pulled me closer. A broken sound cracked past his throat and he burrowed into the crook of 
my neck as he cried. | sighed softly, petting his hair and letting him loose his emotions. | knew that he'd been 
holding on to it literally all day. Not letting it bother him as Axl called us together to plan for our next and 
seemingly only show, not letting it bother him as Roger called up a few of Duff's old friends to come say hi, 
and not even letting it bother him as we went around town to see if we couldn't find the place we were 


supposed to be playing. 

“Shh... Shh, it's okay Duff." | cooed softly when his cries became odd choked hiccups. "It's okay, baby..." 

| felt his lips moving against my neck and | vaguely realized he was trying to talk. 

"Breathe, baby, breathe.." | rubbed his back soothingly, kissing the top of his head and nuzzling at his hair. 

"| can't believe he's fucking gone!" He gasped, whole body shaking. "Why'd he have to get into fucking heroin, 
Izzy? Fucking why? He said he was going to leave. Said he was leaving because of the fucking smack flying 
around. Why the fuck did he start using it?" 

| shook my head, sighing softly. "I don't know, baby.. | don't know.. I'm sorry. | really am." 

He sobbed and cried until | was sure he couldn't cry anymore, and | held him for the entire duration At some 
point in time | think Axl had tried to pop in to talk to us one more time before tomorrow, but seeing us lying 
in bed, wrapped around each other with Duff crying and me trying to calm him down, he left. | eventually tried 
singing to him, just quietly singing some old country song my older brother used to listen to all the time after 
our grandad had died. Eventually his sobs receded to quiet sniffles and hiccups. 

"You okay, babe?" | asked softly, nuzzling at the side of his face. 

He nodded vaguely. 


"Hungry?" 


Another nod. 
| smiled a little, kissing him sweetly. "Then sit up, come on.. | brought you some mac n' cheese." 


"Mmmn" He hummed vaguely, sucking in a deep breath as he slowly sat up with me. | leaned back and grabbed 
the plate. "That's not all for me, is it?" He asked, eyeing the plate suspiciously. 


"Nope, half is mine. She ran out of plates downstairs, so instead of eating off a piece of fuckin’ cardboard, | 


suggested we share.’ | smiled a bit, "Apparently she's not used to feeding like seven people." 


"l's usually just her and Rog here." Duff said offhandly, grabbing one of the forks | held out and beginning to 


pick at the plate of macaroni. 


Keeping the plate in my lap, we ate in silence save the sound of the heater rattling. Every now and then | 
would steal a little kiss from the corner of Duff's mouth. Even if he was looking halfways human again, he still 
radiated that aura of "don't touch me, I'm sad". | wanted to get rid of it. | missed my happy-go-lucky piece of 
shit. 


When we finished eating, he went to lay back down, but | held him up. Pulling him flush against me and 
breathing his scent, | whispered. 


"| love you." 


He hesitated, "I love you too, baby. | love you so much..." He sniffled again and with his next statement | think | 


understood why he was so upset. 


"Please don't leave me too." 


| had to take pause with the gravity of it. He had lost one of his best friends to the drug that was my drug 
of choice. The drug that had literally sickened me to the point that | had been useless to help him those 
months ago when we were low on gas. The drug that he resented and yet had pleaded me to take. The drug 
that | had determined was going to be my end. 


Taking a shaky breath, | nodded. 


'| won't leave you, baby.. | promise." | said quietly, kissing his sweet lips repeatedly, drawing each one out as 


they continued. "I promise." 
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| woke up to the sound of someone gasping, and this time it wasn't me. | rolled over, still fairly disoriented and 
still half-asleep and found Duff sitting up in the bed struggling to breathe. That woke me up pretty quickly. | 


touched his shoulder and was unsurprised to feel him trembling and in a cold sweat. 


"Duff. Hey, baby.." | rubbed small circles in the small of his back and tried to get him to calm down. “Breathe, 
okay? Breathe with me.." | shuffled my way around and ever-so-gracefully flopped to the floor and to my 
knees in front of him. | rubbed his thighs and tried to coax him into noticing me and following my lead. His first 
breath was only a wheeze, the breath out more like it was choking him. "Duffy. Look at me." He did and | was 
saddened at the sight. | tried not to let it bother me. | couldn't let it bother me. "Look at me, breathe." | 
demonstrated again, one long breath in and hold, one long breath out and repeat. "Breathe." | whispered, rubbing 
his legs again as he shook. He didn't actually calm down for a good fifteen minutes, each forced breath 
sounding painful and shallow even after he'd stopped hyperventilating. | waited a minute to see if he was going 
to start up again before | spoke. "What happened?" 


He looked down at the floor and shook his head, his leg still jumping as he trembled. "| had a bad dream." He 
muttered, speaking as though it were the stupidest thing in the world to happen. "I'm sorry | woke you up. Go 
back to sleep." 


My brow furrowed, my hands stilling on his thighs. | ignored his second few statements and focused on the 
first. "What happened in your dream, babe? What got you so spooked?" 


He shook his head as though he wasn't going to answer but seemed to notice that | wasn't going to give up so 
easily. | could be stubborn at the best of times, and now | was fucking concerned. He took a shaky breath. 


| dreamt that I'd lost you." He said quietly, "You fucking OD'd.. | watched you die." 


A lump formed in my throat at that. | knew Duff was having a hard time dealing with the loss of his friend, 
but he had to know that | wasn't going to go fucking stupid in my addiction. The only people that overdosed 
were people that were still using for fun or people that wanted to overdose. | didn't know how to tell him that 
though. It wasn't something you could explain very easily to someone that wasn't a user. | knew that Duff 


smoked weed and drank like no tomorrow, apparently he did other stuff too.. But nothing hard. He still had his 


innocence and used what | considered to be child's play. He wasn't into smack or coke or stealing dilaudid from 
mommy's medicine cabinet or anything remotely heavier than dropping acid once or twice or popping a couple 


beans to enhance the love at a party. 


Duff eventually spoke again, sounding significantly better than before, but still retaining his slight shake in his 


Voice. 
"Why do you use it, Izzy? Why does anyone use it? What the fuck is the appeal?" 


| sighed. | honestly didn't know if | wanted to have this conversation. | should have seen it coming though.. A 


heroin junkie dating a guy vehemently against H? Yeah. It was really only a miracle it hadn't come sooner. 


"| don't actually know if anyone chooses it." | mumbled, "I mean maybe once. You do it once out of curiosity but 


then.. Well.. It just spirals out of control." 


He gave me this confused look and | sighed. He didn't get it. | didn't know if he ever could-- or at least that's 
what | thought then. | didn't know about what was to come and the horrors that would plague both of us with 
this fucking drug. 


"But if you know. You fucking know what it does, why do it? Why even fucking try, Izzy?" 
| didn't like the accusatory tone in his voice. If he only fucking knew. 


Scrubbing at my face and sighing | started. "| don't know how to explain it, babe. It's not as easy as just doing 
it or not doing it. | mean, | definitely didn't intend to get hooked. | tried it because some guy traded me a gram 
for a little bit of blow. | was originally going to sell it, but | got curious. I'd seen how it made my at-the-time 


roommates feel and | was fucking curious. | was lacking something and | just wanted to feel good" 


"| smoked it at first. Felt great for a while, but then it just.. It wasn't easy enough. It was too much a waste. 
More of my high was going out in the fumes than it was going into my lungs, so | asked my girlfriend to show 
me how to prep the needle." | stared blankly at the bedsheets, no longer in the present. It was like reliving 
those times all over again. | found myself craving it just by talking about It, but | managed to reign myself in 


that much and continue, rubbing my arm a bit as | wet my lips. 


"It was like being born again. I'd never had a better high. Never. Nothing compares to that first rush and then 
after that it's like.. Everything goes away. There's no more pain. No more fear. No more anything. Just a dull 
buzz, like a warm blanket that makes you wanna sleep. Heroin was like a love | could never achieve. It was just.. 
Pleasant. So fucking pleasant. | felt good | was living in a fucking shack with a bunch of other junkies and 
couldn't feed myself, but it didn't matter, | was happy. Heroin made me happy for much less than it cost to 
pay rent or to buy groceries.. Just a small bit of cash and | could be happy for like, three fucking days and 
without the ‘hangover’ effect." 


| laughed a little, shaking my head as | thought about it. It had only gone downhill and it had gone downhill fast. | 


looked up at him and saw a certain fear in his eyes. | must have looked like | was fucking psychotic. | knew my 
pupils were blown wide, they always were when | talked about my "wonder drug". My body just wanted it. 
Lusted for it. Even when | didn't necessarily think | needed it, my body fucking craved it. It was like some sort 
of fucked up love. 


But | had no love for heroin. Maybe once, but not anymore. | knew it would end up killing me. It still made me 
happy but | knew that one day no amount would be enough to make me feel good. | already got withdrawals and 
got sick if | went too long without using. I'd tried to taper myself down to a "normal" dose, but it didn't work. It 
wasn't that easy. The addiction was just too fucking strong and it wasn't even to the drug. 


| had no love for heroin, | had a love for the way it made me feel. | had a love for the way it made me able to 
handle shit. | had a love for the way it made me complacent and apparently so easy to work with. | had a love 
for the way it made me happy. It made me able to feel joy even in the shittiest of situations. Lowering my 
doses even just a little lowered that feeling, making it less of a blanket covering and more like curling up with a 


jacket and saying it was good enough. 
Except that it wasn't good enough. 
"Maybe we should go back to bed" | said softly, patting his knee and looking away. "We've got a show today." 


Duff shook his head, sighing as he stretched. "I'm not tired" He deadpanned, quite obviously lying. He had to 


have been exhausted, panic attacks were tiring. 


"What do you wanna do then?" | asked, keeping my tone gentle. | knew I'd probably pissed him off or scared him 
with my little tirade about H, so | wanted to try and conciliate that as much as possible. 


"Kinda wanna go for a walk." He mumbled, rubbing at his face before trying to rub the sleep from his eyes. He 


looked sleepily down at the floor and | was struck by how cute he was when he was sleepy. 


| gently stroked his back, petting him almost like he was a kitten. "Mind if | tag along?" | asked softly. | wanted 


to make sure he was okay, | was pleasantly surprised when he smiled. 
"No, | don't mind. Walk with me, tell me more about your first adventures in LA, because they sound a lot 


more eventful than mine." He said, leaning into my touch and tilting his head back slightly to give me a little 


kiss. "| wanna know more about my baby." 


| managed a smile. "Alright... Alright.. Let's go then." 


+ 
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Next chapter: Getting paid, getting burned. 


Is it creepy to love a person's sweat? 


| genuinely and actively pondered over this question as Duff ran across the small stage, his cowboy boots 
skidding on the lino until he stopped to start headbanging over the edge of the raised platform. There had been 
a bigger turn out to this bar than we had ever expected. Still only twenty or so people, but in the shitty 
cramped pub, it made for a pretty decent crowd that reeked of puke, piss, and various intoxicating substances. 
The result was a very very hot stage as they crowded us and boxed us under the lights. 


| watched as another little rivulet formed down Duff's bare back. 
| wanted to lick it. Clear it from his body and taste his skin and salt. 


God.. | thought. How fucked up am I? Get a grp, Jeffery. Jesus. 


| held my guitar closer to my body for safe measure, feeling a familiar stirring but unable to help it no 
matter how much | pleaded with myself. | didn't think Duff was aware of the things he did to me when he 
played.. When he lay down and dry humped his bass.. When he arched his body and threw his pick into the 
group of people offstage. God, even when he just stood there singing into the mic and playing. There was 
nothing more gorgeous than a bass player's hands, and | don't just say that because of the things those hands 
did to me. 


| was almost completely gone with how much | was admiring him. 

When we finally got off stage, Axl and Slash went to go see about us getting paid. Steven went off to get this 
chick he'd been eyefucking throughout the show and Duff and | found ourselves tangled in one another in a 
bathroom stall. With my pants not even fully down, | ground myself against him, loving the way he arched into 
me and opened himself to all the attention | had to give him. 


"Do you have any idea how fucking gorgeous you are?" | growled, giving him minimal prep before sliding it in. He 


cried out, and | felt a rush of excitement. Suddenly, the chances of getting caught really seemed to heighten 
and it only made me want him more. "I couldn't take my eyes off you. It's like you were trying to sexually 


frustrate me." 


He gasped in pleasure as | gave a long and painfully slow thrust in before speaking, his voice was breathy, 
heavenly. "What if it was on purpose?" He teased, managing to give me a smirk before | pulled back and thrust 


back in fairly roughly. 
"Then l'm gonna have to punish you." 


He purred and arched against me, his hips pushing back on each of my thrusts in. "And how are you gonna do 
that?" He breathed, choking on a moan when | hit his prostate. 


"Just like this." | purred, starting to stroke his cock in time with my slowed thrusts. | drew out of him pretty 
much all the way before sliding back in The slow pace was killing me, but | knew | was getting somewhere when 


Duff's grip on the wall began to falter, his nails scrambling for purchase in the stained drywall as he groaned. 
"Oh god, Izzy.." He gasped, "You feel so fucking good." 


| shut him up with a sharp thrust of my hips. He loosed the most beautiful high pitched noise instead My 
hand moved from his cock so | could hold him still and continue at a brutal pace. The response was gorgeous, 
he pressed his cheek against the dirty wall, his mouth parted and gasping as more of those high pitched moans 
and noises escaped him. | don't think he could have spoken even if he wanted to and | had to hold him up as his 
legs shook. 


He came so suddenly it took both of us by surprise. His noises got breathier and more desperate as | 


continued to fuck him and draw out his orgasm, still desperately seeking my own 


'Izzy.. lzzy.. God, Izzy... He breathed, continuing to chant my name as though it were the only thing that could 
keep him grounded. His legs gave out completely and | hauled him up and held him against me as | used him 
completely. | kept touching him, smoothing my hands down his slick skin, tweaking his nipples, brushing against 
his oversensitive cock. He whined and let me, trying so desperately to stand on his own so he could please me 
in return. | almost liked it better having to hold him up as | fucked him, up until | finally came and | questioned 
whether we'd just fall to the floor or not. We stayed standing, holding on to each other for dear life, panting 


and feeding each other tiny kisses and weak endearments. 


"The things you do to me will be my end" He muttered into my hair, chest still heaving as | held him against 
the wall and sweetly kissed at his neck. 


"| didn't know you were a poet." | purred, biting at a soft spot in the side of his neck 


‘I'm not.. That's just how | feel" He purred back, arching into me and letting his fingers knead into my ass. 


Our lips met and moved in a sweet and seemingly neverending kiss. Our tongues danced and our souls met and 
tangled in the sweetest of snarls. 


| almost growled when it was ruined. 

Axl, Slash and Steven all stood outside the bathroom stall, Axl pounding on the door. 

"Hey! Sorry to break up your little lock in, but we got a situation" 

Duff whined when | bit him before pulling away. That was going to bruise. | tugged up my pants and went to 
open the door. Duff was still stuffing himself into his pants as we both walked out. Steven stuck his tongue out 


and pretended to gag. | just lit up a smoke to share with my lover and rolled my eyes. 


"Okay, so what's the dirt?" | asked, keeping my arm draped around Duff's hips as we passed the cigarette back 
and forth. He kept a sated smile on his face, his eyes half-lidded. 


"We ain't gettin’ paid." Slash sneered, spitting on the floor as though the words left a bad taste. 

"What?" 

"We ain't getting paid" Steven repeated, sounding beyond pissed. "God, did Duff fuck you deaf?" He teased. 
| smirked and went to give some witty comment when Axl cut in and killed my fun. 

"Lookit assholes, this is serious. Unless we do something, we ain't gonna get any dough. We went through 
enough shit to get to this fucking show, if we don't get paid not only will it have been for nothing, but we 
won't fuckin’ eat. You got that?" 


My lips curled into a sneer, | felt Duff stiffen up next to me. 


"The guy refuses to see us. Said he owes us nothin’, said that gettin’ our faces out there should be more than 


enough" 
"Well that's a crock of shit if Ive ever heard one" Duff grumbled. 

"Yeah. That's what | said So we gotta do something to get the sorry $-O-B to cough the cash 

| thought about it for a moment, mind racing to think of some surefire way to get the bigwig bar manager to 
pay us our dues.. The only thing | could think of was to do what guys did to guys that didn't pay for their 


drugs. 


"Burn him out" | said, looking up and noting the look of horror on Slash's face. Poor kid probably didn't have a 
clue. | knew Stevie knew what | was on about. Duff too. Axl had a bit of a clue but otherwise did seem 


surprised. 
"Seriously?" He asked. 


"Seriously." | said, handing the end of the smoke to Duff before leaning over to kiss the corner of his mouth. 
"Motherfucker's gotta pay his dues." | mused, licking my lips after Duff stole a quick and proper kiss. "You 
don't pay, you get burnt. Simple fact of life, my friend So someone go get some kindling and someone else get 


in the mindset of catching the flighty sonofabitch when he goes to escape." 


* 
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"So we paid the motherfucker a litle visit." Axl's voice was cool and even as he told the story about what 
went down on our escapade. He was on the phone with one of our girls that wanted to know what happened on 
our trip, make sure we were safe 'n shit. "Duff sealed off all but one door, Izzy went in and did the dirty work 
and the rest of us went to see where the lil shit would try to come out when the place started smoking." He 
paused a minute, loosing a short laugh as he coiled and uncoiled the phone cord through his fingers. He had it 


bad for this girl at one point, | remembered. "No, no. Izzy came out the one unsealed window and we barred it 


right after.. Yeah, we found him at the fire escape. Took Slash, Steve and | all to hold him down" 

| phased out for a little bit, watching Duff as he and Steven counted our cash again and went through how 
much of what supplies we had. We were camped out in some shitty motel room just past Washington state 
and planning to go the rest of the way home come morning. 

| stretched with an audible groan, muscles screaming in the effort. It had been a long few days and slowing 
down my drug use wasnt helping matters. | ached and felt endlessly nauseous, but | figured that it made Duff 
happy so the suffering was doable. 


"How much is left?" | asked, lighting up a smoke and letting the heady calmness pass over me as | wiped my 


nose for what felt like the billionth time 

Duff's brow furrowed a bit. "Fifty bucks, a half a bag of chips, a can of Bud and Slash's stark ass socks" 
"Why are those on the list and not on his feet?" 

"Beats me, you can ask him when he gets back" 


| chuckled and shimmied a bit closer to where he sat. He gave me a sideways glance and Steven sighed 


dramatically. 
"Can you two go for like two minutes without being right on top of each other?" 


| shrugged nonchalantly and went back to watching Axl. To myself, | was a bit miffed. Since we'd been coming 


back from the show Steven had been making a lot of backhanded comments. Normally it was easy to tell when 
he was just fucking around but these had a weird sort of tone to them. Part of me wanted to believe that he 
just really needed to get laid but another part of me felt there was something else going on and | didn't wanna 


try and bring it up in case | was just being a paranoid psycho from the lack of "medicine" in my life. 


Axl was busy pretending to be interested in what this girl must have been pratling on about. | could tell he 
was pretending because he kept fidgeting with his rings and his hair. 


As Axl spoke | reflected back on what had went down. We, or rather |, went and started the fire on the inside- 
- less suspicious if any of the authorities were to have shown up. I'd gone in through the ventilation system in 
the apartment but gotten back out and into Duffs arms through the patio. The look on his face had been so 
beautiful. He had been a bit on edge and scared, but the look of awe in his eyes set me on edge in a very 


different way. 


When the guy tried to escape, we chased him up to the fire escape, all other exits blocked. When Steve and 
Slash grabbed him it was Axl that full on took him down. We let him. He vented all his and our anger at the 
guy, giving him a nice big bruised cheek and a matching black eye to boot. The rest of him was pretty cut up 
too from Axis nails and rings. It was a beautiful sight cut a bit short when we pulled him off to ask the 
greasy snot where our pay was. It took a couple hits to get the message through and when we were done we 
left him stranded on that fire escape in his damn boxer shorts. 


| sighed softly at the memory and snuggled into Duff's side despite the serious deathglare | was getting from 
Steven. | didn't fucking care what his problem was, | needed some attention. Duff chuckled as he danced his 
fingers up and down my arm, keeping me close and also seemingly unperturbed by Stevie's look of disgust. 
Duff's gaze soon fell to the lone can of beer a little ways off before he looked down at me. 

"Wanna make a liquor run?" 

| shrugged, "We got enough cash to afford a liquor run?" 

"Not really." He muttered, nudging me anyway, “Still wanna go though." 

| huffed a sigh but complied with his motions, letting him pull me to my feet and into his arms. | hummed 
contentedly as his hands smoothed up my back, welcoming the feeling of his fingers combing through the ends 
of my hair. 

"Fine" | purred, watching him grin and bend down to grab our jackets off the floor. He tugged mine over me 
first before pulling on his own, reaching down again and grabbing my hat before tugging it over my head as 


well. 


Axl gave us a bit of a salute and told us to bring Slash back with us if we saw him. Steven just watched us 


through narrowed eyes as we left. 


| blew into my hands as the cool air nipped at dry skin, my side pressed to Duff's side as we trudged along 
through the streets. | wasn't very familiar with the place, but Duff seemed to have an idea where he was 
going so | just went with it. It was nice, having a moment to ourselves, | mean. We had spent so long trapped in 


the company of the other guys that I'd almost forgotten what it was like to have two minutes of peace. 


Duff's hand closed around mine and gently tugged our locked fingers and pressed-together palms to our sides. | 
peeked up at him and gave him a small smile. 


"Hey." | murmured. 
"Hi." He muttered back, returning my smile with a big goofy grin 


| curled into him slightly, welcoming the way he fit around me. We fit each other like a glove-- and | don't 
mean that sexually. | mean in the way that he was just enough taller than me that | fit under his chin. It 
wasn't an effort for him to throw his arms around my shoulders, and despite his height, it wasn't hard for 
me to do the same to him. 


‘I've missed you." He suddenly said, catching me off guard for a minute. 


| looked up at him with a shy smile, "I've missed you too." | said softly, humming quietly as he bent his head 


down to kiss me. 


"When we get home." He murmured, pausing to give me another small kiss before watching where we were 


going, "When we get home, | want to curl up and sleep with you." 


A nearly inexplicable warmth burst in my chest and | found myself gripping his hand tighter. "I'd like that." | 
murmured, letting my head rest on his shoulder as our hands parted and our arms wrapped around each 


other in a sideways hold. "I'd like that a lot." 


He kissed my head before we walked into the liquor store, not pulling away as we walked through the aisles to 
find the cheapest buzz we could. | allowed myself the moment to get completely lost in it. In him. Never, and | 
mean never, had | ever felt this way about anyone. I'd never experienced wanting the innocent of someone, 
never really wanted to just curl up in someone's arms in our bed and sleep. The thought made me feel so 
endlessly warm and fuzzy inside | questioned whether or not I'd need the alcohol to get drunk or not. | already 


felt giddy, love-drunk, if you will 


We made our purchase, a magnum of Baby Duck and a pocket-sized bottle of JD's each, and headed out again. | 
let Duff lead the way once more, unsurprised that he wasn't heading back to the motel room yet. | was sure 


that he had noticed Steven's weird-ass behaviour but just wasn't saying anything of it. 


No, instead of heading back to the motel room, he lead me down the streets of this no-name town and 
eventually to this little park on a lake-- or a pond. It was a fairly large body of water, anyway, and it was the 
perfect place for us to set up camp and get tangled in each other. We shared our wine, sometimes from the 
bottle, sometimes through kisses, watching the stars reflect off the smooth water's surface and looking up 
occasionally to catch the thin clouds that cast over the moon every so often 


We made love to one another without shedding even a single piece of clothing, our bodies melted together and 
souls becoming one despite the lack of fucking. We had already broken past that point. It was deeper than that 
and | know that Duff felt the same way | did. It was scary, but | knew that it was love in the rawest form. We 
didn't have to say a word for the longest time, just leaving lingering touches over each other and searing 


kisses that spoke of sweeter things. 


| traced my thumb down Duff's lower lip, watching as the pink flesh peeled back a little to reveal slightly 
crooked teeth. He smiled as | stared, his eyes half-lidded as he shifted to press his lips properly to the pad of 


my thumb. My gaze slowly went back up to meet his and a lazy smile met my own lips. 


"| love you." He whispered, nuzzling at my hand and eventually making his way into the crook of my neck. | 


welcomed his cold nose without complaint, closing my eyes and holding him close. 


"| love you." | whispered back, watching him as he pulled away to take another gulp from the massive bottle of 


wine. 


